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ODE 

TO THE HONOURABLB 

SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE. 

written at Moor-Park, June, 1689. 



VIHTUE, the greateft of all monarchies ! 
Till, its ilrft emperor rebellious man 
Depos'd from off his feat, 
It;fell, and broke with its own weight 
into finall fiates and principalities. 

By jnany a petty lord pofleis'd. 
But ne'er fince feated in one fingle breaft ! 
Tis yxm who muH this land fubdue. 
The mighty conqueft's left/or you. 
The conqueft and difcovery too; 
Search out this Utopian ground* 
Virtue's Terra Incognita, 
Where none ever led the way, 
Nor«ver fince but in ^efcr^tions found. 

Like the philoTopher's j(h^ne. 
With rules to fearch it, yet obtain'd by ncmc. 
IL 
We have too long been led aftray; 
Too long have our mifguided fouls been taught 
With rules from mufty morals brought, 

B 2 'T\ft 
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'Tis you muft put us in the way ; 
Let us (for ihame I) no more be fed 
With antique reliques of the dead. 
The gleanings of philofophy, 
Philofophy, the lumber of the fchools. 
The roguery of alchemy; 
•And we, the bubbled fools. 
Spend all our prefent life in hopes of golden rules. 

III. 
But what does our proud ignorance Learning call ? 

We oddly Plato's paradox make good. 
Our knowledge is but mere remembrance all ; ' 
Remembrance is our treafure and our foqd; 
Nature's fair table-book, bur tender fouls. 
We fcrawl all o'er mth old and etapty rules. 
Stale memorandums of the fchools : 
For Learning's mighty treafures look 
In that deep grave a bobk; 
Think that fhe there does all her treafures hide. 
And that her troubled ghoft ftill haunts there fmcc 

(he dy'd. 
Confine her walks to colleges and fchools ; 

Her priefts, her train, and followers (hew 
As if they all were fpcdbes too ! 
They purchafe knowledge at th' expcnce 
Of common breeding, common fenfe. 
And grow at once fcholars and fools; 
AfFeft ill-manner'd pedantry, 
Rudenefs, ill-nature, incivility. 

And, 
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And, fick with dregs of knowledge grown. 
Which greedily they fwaUow down. 
Still caft it up, and naufeate company. 
IV. 
Curft be the wretch ! nay doubly curft ! 

(If it may lawful be 
To curfe our greatell enemy) 
Who learnt lumfelf that herefy firft 
(Which lincc has feiz'd on all the reft) 
That knowledge forfeits all humanity; 
Taught us, like Spaniards, to be proud and poor. 

And fling our fcraps before our door ! 
TTirice happy you have 'fcap'd this general pcft ; 
Thofe mighty epithets, learn'd, good, and great. 
Which we ne'er joined before, but in romances meet. 
We find in you at laft united grown. 

You cannot be compared to one : 
I muft, like him that painted Venus' face. 
Borrow from every one a grace; 
Virgil and Epicurus will not do. 

Their courting a retreat like you, 
Unlefs I put in Csefar's learning too : 

Your happy frame at once controls 
This great triumvirate of fouls. 
V. 
Let not old Rome boaft Fabius' fate; 
He fav'd his country by delays. 

But you by peace. 
You bought it at a cheaper rate ; 

B3 * Ntit 



4 SWIFT'S POFM^. 

I^lias It left the oTiia] bloody fear. 

To &kcwit cof^ Its price in war; 
War ! that mad game the world &> loves to play^ 

And for it does fo dearly pay ; 
For> though- with, lofs or vi£lory a while 

Fortune the gamefters does beguile^, 
Yet at the laft the box fweeps all away. 
VI; 
Only the laurel got by peace 
No thunder e'er cai blaft:. 
Th* artillery of the ikies 

Shoots to the earth> asid dies r 
Nor ever green and iiourifhing *t will lafty 
Nor dipt inblood> nor widows' tearo, nor orphans' cries*- 
About thehead crowned' with thefe bays. 
Like lambent fire the ygfatning plays ;. 
Nor, its triumphal cavaltade to graces- 
Makes up its folemn train mth death; 
It melts the fword^of war, yet keeps- it in the ftreatlu 

VII. 
The wly (hifts of fbte, thofe jugglers' tricks. 
Which we call deep de%ns- and politicks 
(As in a theatre the ignorant fry,, 

Becaufe the cords efcape their eye,. 
Wonder to fee the motions fly) ; 
Methinks, when you expofe the fcene;. 
Down the ill-organ'd engines fsSl;. 
OflF fly the vizards, and discover all: 

How plain I fee through the decdtl 
How ihallow^ and how grofs, the cheat ! 

Look 
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Look where the puUy's tied above ! 

Great Ood ! ({aid I) what have I feen ! " ' 

On what poor engines move 
The thoughts of monarchs, and defigns of ftates I 

What petty motives rule their fates ! 
How the moufe makes the mighty mountain (hake ! 
The mighty mountain labours with its births 

Away the frighten'd peafants fly, 

Scar'd at th' unheard-of prodigy, 
ExpQd fome great gigantic fon of earth; 
Lo 1 it appears ! 

See how they tremble ! how they quake ! 
Out flarts the little beaft, and mocks their idle fears. 

VIII. 

Then tell, dear favourite Mufe ! 
^^Tiat ferpent's that wluch ftill reforts,^ 
Still lurks in palaces and courts ? 
Take thy unwonted flight, 
And on the terrace light. 

See where (he lies ! 
See how fhe rears her head. 
And rolls about her dreadful eyes. 
To drive all virtue out, or look it dead ! 
'Twas fure this baflliik fent Temple thence. 
And diough as fbme ('tis faid) for their defence 
Have worn a cafcmeat o'er their ikin. 
So he >vore his within. 
Made up of virtue and tranfparent innocence; 

B4 And 
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And though he oft renew'd the fight. 
And almoft got priority of fight, 

. He. ne'er could overcome her quite 
(In pieces cut, the viper fHll did re-unite). 

Till, at laft, tir'd with lofs of time and eafc,. 
Refolv'd to give himfeif, as well as country, peace. 

IX. 
Sing, belov'd Mufe ! the pleafures of retreat. 

And in fome untouched virgin ftrain 
Shew the delights thy filler Nature yields ; 
Sing of thy vales, fmg of thy woods, fing of thy fields; 
Go publilh o'er the plain 
How mighty a profelyte you gain ! 
How noble a reprifal on the great 1 

How is the Mufe luxuriant grown ! 
Whene'er (he takes this flight. 
She foars clear out of fight. 
Thefe are the paradifes of her own : 

(The Pegafus, like an unruly horfe. 
Though ne'er fo gently led 
To the lov'd pafture where he us'd to fQedi 
Runs violently o'er his ufual courfe.) 
Wake from thy wanton dreams. 

Come from thy dear-lov'd ftreams. 
The crooked paths of wandering Thames ? 
Fain the fair nymph v.^ould ftay. 
Oft* ihe looks back in vain. 
Oft' 'gainft her fountain does complain. 
And foftly deals in many windings down. 
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As loth to fee the hated court and town. 
And murmurs as fhe glides away. 
X. 
In this new happy fcene 
Are nobler fubjefts for your learned pen; 
Here we expeft from you 
More than your predeceflbr Adam knew ; 
Whatever moves our wonder, or our fport. 
Whatever ferves for innocent emblems of the court ; 

How that which we a kernel fee 
(Whofe well-compadled forms etcape the light, 
Unpierc'd by the blunt rays of ftght) 
Shall ere long grow into a tree j 
Whence takes it its increafe, and whence its birth. 
Or from the fun, or froni the ^, or from' the earth> 
Where all the fruitful atoms lie; 
How fome go downward to the root. 
Some more ambitioufly upwards fly. 
And form the leaves, the branches, and the fruit* 
You Ibrove to cultivate a barren court in vain. 
Your garden's better worth your noble pain. 
Here mankind fell, and hence mull rife again. 

XI. 
Shall I believe a fpirit fo divine 

Was caft in the fame mould with mine ? 
Why then does Nature fo unjuftly ihare 
Among her elder fons the whole eftate. 

And all her jewels and her plate ? 
Poor we I cadets of Heaven, not won\v\vet C2ct^> 
Take up at beH with lumber and tive Vi2ivv£v%,^ Q^ ^.fe^' 
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Some (he Unds 'prentice to the fpade. 
Some to the drudgery of a trade. 
Some Ihe does to Egyptian bondage draw> 
Bids OS make bricks, yet fends us to look out for draw t 

Some ihe condemns for Hfe to try 
To dig the leaden mines of deep philofophy : 
Me fhe has to the Mufe's gallics tied. 
In vsim 1 fbive to crofs this fpacious main. 
In vain I tug and pull the oar. 
And, when I almoft reach the fhore. 
Straight the Mufe turns the helm, and I launch out agdn : 

And yet, to feed my pride. 
Whene'er I mourn, f!ops my complaining breath. 
With promife of a mad reverfion after deaths 

^ xn. 

Then, Sir, accept tHs worthlefs verfe. 
The tribute of an humble Mufe, 
'Tis all the portion of my niggard ilars; 
Nature the hidden fpark did at my birth uifufe. 
And kindled firft with indolence and eafe; 

And, fince too oft* debauched by praife» 
'Tis now grown an incurable difeafe : 
In vain to quench this fboliih fire I try 
In wifdom and philofophy ; 
Ib vain all wholefome herbs I fbw. 
Where nought but weeds will grow^ 
Whate'cr I plant (like com on barren earth) 
By an equivocal birth 
Seeds, and runs up to poetry^ 

ODE 
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ODE TO KING WILX.IAM % 
ON HIS SUCCESSES IN IRELAND. 

TO purchafe kingdoms, and to buy renown. 
Are arts peculiar to disenabling France -y 
You, mighty Monarch, nobler adions crown^ 
Aad folid virtue does your name advsmce. 

Your matchle(s courage with your prudence joins,. 

The glorious ffrudture of your fame to raife ; 
With its own fight your dazziihg^ glory fhines> 

And into adoration turns our praifev 

Had you by dull fucceffion gain'd your crowix 
(Cowards are Monarchs by that title made).,. 

Part of your merit Chance would call her own,. 
And half your virtues had been loft in (hade* 

But now your worth its juft reward (ball have : 
What trophies and \^at triumphs are your due^ 

Who could fo well a- dying nation fave. 
At once deferve acrown> and gain it too I 

* With much pleafure 1 here prefent to the pablick aa 
Ode which had been long fought after without fuccefs. That 
it isSwi£t's, I have not the lead doubt$ and it Ts the mor^ 
curibusi as being the fecend poeiri that he wrote. He refers to 
Jt in the fecond ftanza of his " Ode to the Athenian Society," 
and ezprefsly niark» it by a marginal note, under the title of 
^ The Ode i writ to the King in Ireland." See p. 14; and 
iee« aJfo, " The GentJei&an's Journal, ** July, 1692," p. i^. N. 

Yott 
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You faw how near we were to rum brought. 

You faw th* impetuous torrent rolling on; 
And timely on the coming danger thought. 

Which we could neither obviate, nor fhun. 
Britannia ffaipt from her (o\e guard the laws. 

Ready to fall Rome's blooody facrifice ; 
You ftrdght ftept in, and from the monfter's jaw|. 

Did bravely fnatch the lovely, helplefs prize- 
Nor this is all; as glorious is the care 

To prcferve conquefb, as at firft to gain ; 
In this your virtue claims a double fhare. 

Which, what it bravely won, does well maintain* 
Your arm has now your rightful title fhow'd. 

An arm on which all Europe's hopes depend. 
To which they look as to fome guardian God, 

That muft their doubtful liberty defend. 
Amaz'd, thy aftion at the Boyne we fee I 

When Schomberg ftarted at the vaft defign ; 
The boundlefs glory all redounds to thee, 

Th' impulfe, the fight, th' event, were wholly thine. • 
The brave attempt does all our foes difarm; 

You need but now give orders and command. 
Your name fhall the remaining work perform. 

And ipare the labour of your conquering hand^ 
France does in vain her feeble arts apply. 

To interrupt the fortune of your courfe : 
Your influence does the visiin attacks defy 

Of fecret malice, or of open force. 

Boldly 
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Boldly we hence the brave commencement date 
Of glorious deeds, that muft all tongues employ; 

William 's the pledge and eameft given by Fate 
Of England's glory> and her lafting joy. 



ODE 

TO THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY. 

Moor-Park, Feb. 14, 1691^ 

L 
S when the deluge firft began to fall. 



A 



That mighty ebb never to flow again 
"(When this huge body's mdfture was fo great. 

It quite o'ercame the vital heat) ; 
That mountain which was higheft, firft of all 
Appear'd above the univerfal main. 
To blefs the primitive failor's weary fight ! 
And 'twas perhaps PamafTus, if in height 

It be as great as 'tis in fame. 

And nigh to Heaven as is its name : 
So, after th' inundation of a war. 
When Learning's little houfhold did embark 
With her world's fruitful fyftem in her facred arl» 

At the firft ebb of noife and fears, 
Philofophy's exalted head appears ; 
And the Dove-Mufe will now no longer ftay. 
But plumes her filver wings and flies away; 

And now a laurel wreath fhe brings from far. 

To crown the happy conqueror. 

To 
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To (hew the flood begins to ceafc. 
And brings the dear reward of vi£tory and peace* 

II. 
The eager Mofe took wing upon the waves' decline* 

When War her cloudy afped juft withdrew. 

When the bright fun of Peace began to (bmc. 
And for a vAak in heavenly contemplation fat 

On the hi^ top of peacefd Ararat; 
^nd pluck'd a laurel brandv (for laurel was the £rft 

that grew. 
The firil of plants after the diunder, ftorm, and rain) ; 

And thence, vnxh joyful nimble wing. 

Flew dndfiilly bade agun. 
And xnade an humble chaplet for the King *• 

And the Dove-Mufe is fled once more 
XGhtd of the vi^ry, yet fiighten'd at the war") ; 

And now difcovers from afar 

A peaceful and a flourilhing ihorc': 
No fooner £d ihe land 
On the delightful fband. 

Than fbaight fhe fees the country all aroundj^ 

Where fatal Neptune rul*d erewhile, 
5catter*dwith flowery vales,wthfrmtfid gardens crownM, 
And many a pleafant wood ! 

As if the univerfal Nile 

Had rather water'd it than drown'd : 
It feems fome floating piece of paradife, 

Preferv'd by wonder from the flood, 

* The Oiie I writ to the King in Itelandt Swift. See p. ii. 

Long 
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Long wandering through the deep, as we are told 
Fam'd Delos did of old. 
And the tranfported Miife imagined it 
To be a fitter birth-place for the God of wit. 
Or the much-talk'd oracular grove ; 
When with amazing joy fhe hears 
An unknown mufick all around 
Charming her greedy cars 
With many a heavenly fong 
Of nature and of art, of deep philofophy and love, 
Whilft angels tune the voice, and God infpires the tongue* 

In vain (he catches at the empty found. 
In vain purfues the mufick with her longing eye. 
And courts the wanton echoes as they fly. 

in. 

Pardon, ye great unknown, and far-exalted men, * 
The wild excuHions of a youthful pen * ; 

For^ve a young, and (almofl) Virgm-Mufe, 

Whom blind and eager curiofity 
(Yet curioiity, they fay. 
Is in her fex a crime needs no excufe) 

Has fbrc'd to grope her uncouth way 
After a mighty light that leads her wandering eye. 
No wonder then fhe quits the narrow path of fenfe 

For a dear ramble through impertinence ; 

Impertinence ! the fcurvy of mankind. 
And all we fools, who are the greater part of it, 

* See Swift^s very remarkable Letter to the Athenian Society, 
in the " Supplement to his Work«." N. 

Though 
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Though we be of two difFerent fadions ilill, 

^ Both the good-natur'd and the ill. 
Yet wherefbc'cr you look, you'll always find 
We job, like flies and wafps, in buzzing about vnU ■ 
In me, who am of the firft kSt of thefe. 
An nierit, that tranfcends the humble rules 
Of my own dazzled fcanty fenfe. 
Begets a kinder folly and impertinence 

Of admiration and of praife. 
And our good, brethren of the furly fe<a 

Mud e'en, all herd us with their kindred fools : 
For though, poffefs'd of prefent vogue, they 've made 
Railing a rule of wit, and obloquy a trade; 
Yet the fame want of brains produces each efFed. 
And you, whom Pluto's helm does wifely fhroud 

From us the blind and thoughtlefs croud. 
Like the fam'd hero in his mother's cloud. 
Who both our follies and impertinences fee. 
Do laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine and nae* 

IV. 

But cenfure 's to be underilood 
Th' authenjdc mark of the el^£l. 
The public ftamp Heaven fets on all that's great andgood. 
Our fhallow fearch and judgement to dired. 
The war methinks has made 
Our wit and learning narrow as our trade ; 
Inftead of boldly failing far, to buy 
A ftock of wifdom and philofophy, 
' • We fondly flay at home, in fear 

Of every cenfuring privajteer i 

Forcing 
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Forcing a wretched trade by beating down the fale> 
And felling bafely by retail. 
The wits, I mean the atheifts of the age. 
Who fain would rule the pulpit as they do the flage ; 
Wondrous refiners of philofophyi 
Of morals and divinity. 
By the new modiih fyftem of reducing all to fenfe, 
Ag2unft all logick and concluding laws> 
Do own th* efFe^ of Providence, 
And yet deny the caufe. 

V. 
This hopeful fe6l, now it be^ns to fee 
How litde, very little, do prevail 

Theif firft and chiefeft force 
To cenfure, to cry down, and rail> 
Not knowing what, or where, or who you be. 
Will ^ckly take another couirfe : 

And, by their never-failing ways 
Of folving all appearances they pleafe. 
We foon fhall fee them to their ancient methoas fall. 
And ilraight deny you to be men, or any thing at all, 

I laugh at the grave anfwer they will make. 
Which they have always ready, general, and cheap: 
*Tis but to fay, that what we daily meet. 
And by a fond miftake 
Perhaps imagine to be wondrous wit. 
And think, alas ! to be by mortals writ. 
Is but a croud of atoms juftling in a heap. 

Which from eternal feeds begun, 
Joftling fome thoufand years till ripen'd by the fun ; 
Vol. XLII. C TYvt^ ^t 
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They *re now, juft now, as naturally born. 
As from the womb of earth a field of com. 

VI. 

But as for poor contented me. 
Who muft my weaknefs and my ignorance confefs. 
That I believe in much I ne'er can hope to fee ; 
Methinks I 'm fatisfy'd to guefs. 
That this new, noble, and delightful fcene 
Is wonderfully mov'dby fome- exalted men. 

Who have well ftudied in the world's difeafe 
(That epidemic error and depravity. 
Or in our judgement or our eye). 
That what furprizes us can only pleafe. 
We often fearch contentedly the whole world round* 
To make fome great difcovery; 
And fcom it when 'tis found. 
Juft fo the mighty Nile has fuffer'd in its fame, 

Becaufe 'tis faid (and perhaps only faid) 
We 've found a little inconliderable head, 

' That feeds the huge unequal ftream. 
Confider human folly, and you *11 quickly own. 

That all the praifes it can give. 
By which fome fondly boaft they fhall for ever Uve, 
Won't pay th' impertinence of being known : 
Elfe why ihould the fam'd Lydian king 
(Whom all the charms of an ufurped wife and ftate. 
With all that power unfelt courts mankind to be great. 

Did with new unexperienc'd glories wsdt) 
Still wear, fHll doat, on his invifible ring ? 

VII. Were 
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VII. 
Were I to form a regular thought of Fame, 
Which is perhaps as hard t' imagine right 
As to paint Echo to the light; 
I would not draw th' idea from an empty name; 
Becaufe, alasi when we all die, 
Carelefs and ignorant pofterity. 
Although they praife the learning and ^he wit. 

And though the title feems to Ihow 
The name and man by whom the book was writ. 
Yet how fhall they be brought to know. 
Whether that very name was he, or you, or I ? 
Lefs fhould I daub it o'er with tranfitory praife. 

And water-colours of thefe days : 
Thefe days! where e'en th' extravagance of poetry 
Is at a lofs for figures to exprefs 
Men's folly, whimiies, and inconftancy. 
And by a faint defcription makes them lefs. 
Then tell us what is Fame, where fhall we fearch for it? 
Look where exalted Virtue and Religion fit 
Enthron'd with heavenly Wit ! 
Look where you fee 
The greateft fcorn of learned Vanity! 
(And then how much a nothing is manldnd ! 
Whofe reafon is weigh'd down by popular air. 
Who, by that, vdnly talks of baffling death; 
And hopes to lengthen life by a transfufion of breatli. 

Which yet whoe'er examines right will find 
To be an art as vain as bottling up of wind I) 
And when you find out thefe, believe true Fame is there. 
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Far above all reward, yet to which all is duej 

And this, ye great unknown ! is only known in yotu 

vm. 

The juggling fea-god, when by chance trepan'd 
By fome inflrudled querift fleeping on the fand. 
Impatient of all anfwers, ftrait became 
A ftealing brook* and ftrove to creep away 

Into his native Tea, 
Vext at xhdr follies, murmur'd in his ftream ; 
But, difappointed of his fond deiire. 
Would vanifh in a pyramid of fire. 
This furly flippery God, when he defign'd 

To fumifh his efcapes. 
Ne'er borrowed more variety of fhapes 
Than you to pleafe and fatisfy mankind. 
And feem (almoft) transform'd to water, flame* and air. 

So well you anlwer all phenomena there : 
Though madmen and the wits, philofophers and fools. 
With all that factious or enthufiaftic dotards dream. 
And all the incoherent jargon of the fchools ; 

Though all the fumes of fear, hope, love, and fhame. 
Contrive to Ihock your minds with many a fenfelefs 

doubt; 
Doubts where the Delphic God would grope in igno- 
rance and night. 
The God of learning and of light 
Would want a God himfelf to help him out. 

IX. Philo&phy, 



ODE TO THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY, it 

IX. 

Philofophy, as it before us lies. 
Seems to have borrowed fome ungrateful tafte 
Of doubts, impertinence, and niceties. 
From every age through which it pafs'd. 
But always with a ftronger relilh of the laft. 
This beauteous queen, by Heaven deiign'd 
To be the great original 
For man to drefs and polifh his uncourtly mind. 
In what mock habits have they put her iince the fall ! 
More oft' in fools' and madmen's hands than fages. 
She feems a medley of all ages. 
With a huge fardingale to fwell her fuftian fluff, 
A new conmiode, a top-knot, and a ruff. 
Her face patched o'er with modem pedantry. 
With a long fweeping train 
Of comments and difputes, ridiculous ^nd vain. 
All of old cut with a new dye : 
How foon have you reftor'd her charms. 
And rid her of her lumber and her books, 
Drcfl her again genteel and neat. 
And rather tight than great I 
How fond we are to court her to our arms ! 
How much of Heaven is in her naked looks ! 
X. 
TTius the deluding Mufe oft' blinds me to her ways. 
And ev'n my very thoughts transfers 
And changes all to beauty, and the praife 
Qf that proud tyrant fex of hers, 

C3 The 



a» SWIFT'S POEM Si 

The. rebel Mufe, alasl takes part 
But with my own rebellious heart. 
And you with fatal and immortal wit confpire 
To fan th' unhappy fire. 
Cruel unknown ! what is it you intend ? 
Ah I could you, could you hope a poet for your friend P 

Rather forgive what my firft tranfport faid : 
May all the blood, which fhall by woman's fcorn be fhed. 

Lie upon you and on your children's head ! 
For you (ah ! did I think I e'er fhould live to fee- 
The fatal time when that could be !) 
Have ev'n increa^'d their pride and cruelty. 
Woman feems now above all vanity grown> 
Still boafting of her great unknown 
Platonic champions, gain'd without one female wilfc^ 
Or the vaft charges of a fmile; 
Which 'tis a fhame to fee how much of late 
You 've taught the covetous wretches to o'er-rate. 
And which they 've now the confciences to weigh 
In the fame balance with our tears. 
And with fuch fcanty wages pay 
The bondage and the flavery of years. 
Let the vain fex dream on; the empire comes from us. 
And, had they common generofity. 
They would not ufe us thus. 
Well — though you 've rais'd her to this high degree, 

Ourfelves are rais'd as well as (he ; 
And, fpite of aH that they or you can do, 
'Tis pride and happinefs enough to me 
Still to be of the fame exalted fex with you. 

XI. AIas> 
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XI. 

Alas^ how fleeting and how vain 
I& cv'n the nobler man, our learning and our wit ! 
I figh whene'er I think of it: 
As at the clofing of an unhappy fcene 

Of fome great king and conqueror's death. 
When the fad mdancholy Mufe 
Stays but to catch his utmoft breath. 
I grieve, tliis nobler work moll happily begun. 
So quickly and fo wonderfully carry'd on. 
May fall at laft to intereft, folly, and abufe. 
There is a noon-tide in our lives. 
Which ftill the fooner it arrives. 
Although we boaft our winter-fun looks bright. 
And foolifhly are glad to fee it at its height. 
Yet fo much fooner comes the long and gloomy night. 

No conquefl ever yet begun. 
And by one. mighty hero carried to its height. 
E'er flourifh'd under a fucceffor or a fon^ 
It loft fbme mighty pieces through all hands it pail. 
And vanifh'd to an empty title m the laft. 
For, when the animating mind is fled 
. (Which nature never can retain. 
Nop e'er call back again). 
The body, though gigantic, lies all cold and dead, 
XII. 
And thus undoubtedly 'twill fare. 
With what unhappy men fliall dare 
To be fucceflbrs to thefe great unknown. 
On Learning's high-eftablifti'd throne. 

C 4 Cttvfe^^ 



t4. SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Cenfure, and Pedantry, and Pride, 
Niunberlefs nations, ftretching far and wide. 
Shall (I forefee it) foon with Gothic fwarms come forth 

From Ignorance's univerfal North, 
And with blind rage break all this peaceful government ; 
Yet fhall thefe traces of your wit remain. 
Like a juft map, to tell the vaft extent 
Of conqueft in your ihort and happy reign; 
And to all future mankind ihew 
How ftrange a paradox is true> 
That men who liv'd and dy'd without a name 
Are the chief heroes in the facred lift of Famie. 

WRITTEN IN A LADY'S IVORY TABLE- 
BOOK, 1699, 

PERUSE my leaves through every part. 
And think thou feeft my owner's heart, 
Scrawl'd o'er with trifles thus, and quite 
As hard, as fenfelefs, and as light; 
Expos'd to every coxcomb's eyes. 
But hid with caution from the wife. 
Here you may read, " Dear charming faint 1" 
Beneath, " A new receipt for paint :" 
Here, in beau-fpelling, " Tru tel deth;" 
There, in her own, " For an el breth :" 
Here, " Lovely nymph, pronounce my doom!'* 
There, " A fafe way to ufe perfume :" 
Here, a page fiU'd with billets-doux; 
On t'other fide, " Laid out for Ihoes"— 
* M^dam^ I die without your grace"-^ 
<^ Jfepi^ for half a y vd of lace*" Who 
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Who that had wit would place it here. 
For every peeping fop to jeer ; 
In power of fpittle and a clout. 
Whene'er he pleafe, to blot it out 5 
And then> to heighten the difgrace. 
Clap his own nonfenfe in the place ? 
Whoe'er experts to hold his part 
In fuch a book, and fuch a heart. 
If he be wealthy, and a fool. 
Is in all points the fittefl tool; 
Of whom it may be juftly faid. 
He 's a gold pencil tipp'd with lead. 

MRS. HARRIS'S PETITION, 

1699. 

TO their Excellencies the Lords JulHces of Ireland*, 
the humble petition of Frances Harris, 
Who muft ftarve, and die a maid, if it mifcairies; 

Humbly (heweth. 
That I went to warm myfelf in Lady Betty's f chamber j^ 

becaufe I was cold; 
And I had in a purfe feven pounds, four {hillings, and 

fix pence, befides farthings, in money and gold : 
So, becaufe I had been buying things for my Lady laft 

night, 
I was refolv'd to tell my money, to fee if it was right. 

• The Earls of Berkeley and of Gal way. 

-^ Lady Betty Berkeleyi afterwards Gecmalne* 
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Now, you muft know, becaufe my trunk has a veoy"^ 

bad lock. 
Therefore all the money I have, which, God knowS; 

is a very fmall flock, 
I keep in my pocket, ty'd about my middle, next to 

my fmock. J 

So when I went tov put up my puffe, as God would 

have it, my fmock was unript. 
And, inftead of putting it into my pocket, down it ilipt ; 
Then the bell rung, and I went down to put-my Lady 

to bed; 
And, God knows, I thought my money was as fafe as 

my maidenhead. 
So^ when I came up again, I found my pocket feel very 

Hght: 
But when I fearch'd, and mifs'd my purfe. Lord ! I 

thought I Ihould have funk outright. 
Lord ! Madam, fays Mary, how d' ye do ? Lideed, fays 

I, never worfe : 
But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have done with 

my purfe ? 
Lord help me I faidMar)', Inever lUrr'd out of this place : 
Nay, faid I, I had it in Lady Betty's chamber, that's 

a plain cafe. 
So Mary got me to bed, and covcr'd me up warm : 
However, fhe flolc away my garters, that I might do 

myfelf no harm. 
So I tumbled and tofs'd all night, as you may very well 

think. 
But hardly ever fet my eyes^ together, or flept a wink. 

So 
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So I was a-dream'd, methought, that we went and 

fearch'd the folks round, 
An4 in a comer of Mrs. Dukes's * box, ty'd in a rag; 

the money was found. 
So next morning we told Whittle t> and he fell a- 

iwearing : 
Then my dame WadgarJ came ; and fhe, you know, is 

thick of hearing. 
Dame, faid I, as loud as I could bawl, do you know 

what a lofs I have had ? 
Nay, faid fhe, my Lord CoIway's§ folks are all very fad; 
For my Lord DromedaryU comes a Tuefday without 

fail. 
Pugh ! faid I, but that 's not the bufmefs that I ail. 
Says Gary ♦*, fkys he, I have been a fervant this five and 

twenty years, come fpring. 
And in all the places I Uv'd I never heard of fuch a 

thing. 
Yes, fkys the ileward f f, I remember, when I was at 

my Lady Shrewfbury's, 
Such a thing as this happen'd juft about the time of 

goo/eberries, 

• Wife to one of the footmen. 
f Ear) of Berkeley *t valet. 
X The old deaf houfekeeper. 
§ Galway. 

II The Earl of Drogheda, who, with the Prlmatr, wts Ct 

fucceed the two'Earls. 

•• Clerk of the kitchciu f f Ferrrs. 

So 
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So I went to the party fufpeded, and I found her full 

of grief, 
(Now, you muft know, of all things in the world, I hate 

a thief). 
However, I am rcfolv'd to bring the difcourfe flily 

about : 
Mrs. Duke^, faid I, here 's an ugly accident has hap- 
pened out : 
'Tis not that I value the money three fkips of a loufe* ; 
But the thing I iland upon is the credit of the houfe* 
*Tis true, feven pounds, four fhUlings, and fix penccj 

makes a great hole in my wages : 
Befides, as they fay, fervice is no inheritance in thefe 

ages. 
Now, Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every body under- 

ftands. 
That though 'tis hard to judge, yet money can't go 

without hands. 
The de-vil take me ! faid (he (blefling herfelf ) if ever 

Ifaw't! 
So (he roar'd like a Bedlam, as though I had call'd her 

all to naught. 
So you know, what could I fay to her any more ? 
I e'en left her, and came away as wife as I was before. 
Well; but then they would have had me gone to the 

cunning man ! 
No, faid I, 'tis the fame thing, the chaplain will be 

here anon. 

^ An ufual raying; of h«rs« 

So 
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So the chaplain* came in. Now the fervants &y he is 

my fweetheart, 
Becaufe he 's always in my chamber, and I always take 

his part. 
So> as the devil would have it, before I was aware^ out 

I blunder'd, 
Parfiny (kid I, can you call a nativity^ when a body 's 

plundered ? 
(Now, you muft know, he hates to be called par/on like 

the devil!) 
Truly, fays he, Mrs. Nab, it might become you to be 

more civil ; 
If your money be gone, as a learned divim fays, d'ye 

fee. 
You arc no text for my handling ; fo take that fix)m me f 
I was never taken for a conjurer before, I 'd have you 

to know. 
Lord! faid I, don't be angry, I am fure I never thought 

you fo; 
You know I honour the cloth; I defign to be 2ipar/bn*% 

wife; 
I never took one in your coat for a conjurer in all my 

life. 
With that he twiited his girdle at me like a rope, as 

who (hould fay. 
Now you may go hang yourfelf for me ! and fo went away. 
Well : I thought I ihould have fwoon*d. Lord I faid I, 

what (hall I do? 
I have loH my moneys and iliall lofe my true love too ! 

• Dr. Swift. 
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Then my Lord call'd me : Harry *, faid my Lord* 
don't cry; 

i '11 give you fomething towards thy bfs ; and, fays my 
Lady, fo will I. 

Ohl but, faid I, what. if, after all, the chaplain won't 
come to F 

For that, he iaid, (an't pleafe your Excellencies) I muft 
petition you. 

The premif&s tenderly confider'd, I defire your. Ex- 
cellencies protediion. 

And that I may have a (hare in next Sunday's col- 
lection; 

And, over and above, that I may have your Excellencies 
letter, 

Wkh an order for the chaplain aforefaid, or, inftead of 
idm, a better : 

And then your ]poor petitioner, both night and day, 

Or the chaplain (for 'tis his trade J ^ as in duty bound, 
fhall ever pray. 

A BALLAD 

ON THE GAME OF TRAFFIC, 

Written at the Caftle of Dublin, 1699. 

MY Lord f , to find out who mull deal, 
.Delivers cards about. 
But the Jirft knave does feldom fail 
To find the Doftor out. 

• A cant word of Lord and Lady B, to Mrs. Harris^ 
t The Earl of Berkeley. 

But 
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But then his Honour cry'd, Gadzooks I 

And fcein'd to knit his brow : 
For oa-a knave he never looks 

But h* thinks upon Jack How*. 

My Lady> though fhe is no player. 

Some bungling partner takes. 
And, wedg'd in comer of a chair. 

Takes fnuff', and holds the flakes. 

Dame Floyd f looks out in grave fufpenfe 

For pair-royals and fequents; 
But, wifely cautious of her pence, 

The.caftle feldom firequents. 

Quoth Hemes, fairly putting cafes, 

I ^d won it on my word. 
If I had but a pair of aces. 

And could pick up a third. 

But Weilon has a new-call gown 

On Sundays to be fine in. 
And, if fhe can but win a crown, 

^Twill jufl new-dye the lining. 

'" X With thefe is Par/on S^wifi, 

*' Not knowing how to fpend his time, 

•* Does make a wretched fhift, 

*' To deafen them with puns and rhyme.'* 

• Paymafler to the army. 

-f- See the verfes on this lady, p. 42. 

t See the note, p« %%• 

A BALLAD, 
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To the Tune of The Cut-purse •• 

I. 

ONCE on a time, as old ftories fehearfe, 
A friar would needs ihew his talent in Latin J 
But was forely put to 't in the midll of a verfe, 
Becaufe he could find no word to come pat in : 
Then all in the place 
He left a void fpace. 
And fo went to bed in a defperate cafe : 
When behold the next morning a wonderful riddle I 
He found it was ftrangely fill'd up in the middle. 
Cho. Let cenfuring critics then think ivbat they lijt 
on *t; 
Who ^would not iMrite ^verfes lAjitb fuch an 
ajpjiant ? 

II. 
This put me the friar into an amazement: 

For he wifely confider'd it muft be a fprite; 
That he came through the key-hole, or in at the cafement % 
And it needs mull be one that could both read and 
write: 

• Lady Betty Berkeley, finding the preceding verfes in the 
•iithor^s room unfinifhed, wrote under them the concluding ftanzaj 
which gave occafion to this ballad, written by the author in a coun- 
terfeit hand, as if a third perfon had done it* 

Yet 
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Yet he did not know 

If it were friend or foe. 
Or whether it came from above or below: 
However, 'twas civil in angel or elf, 
for he ne'er could have fill'd it fo well of himfelff 
Chor. Lei cen/uring. Sec, 

III. 
Even fo Matter DoAcnr had puzzled his brains 

In making a ballad, but was at a ftand : 
He had mix'd Mttle wit with a great deal of pams; 
When he found a new help from inviiible hand. 
Then, good Do^or Swift, 
Pay thanks for the gift ; 
For you freely muft own, you were at a dead lift : 
And, though fome malicious young fpirit did do 't. 
You may know by the hand it had no cloven foot. 
Chor. Let cenfitring, &c. 

THE DISCOVERY. 

WHEN wife Lord Berkeley firft came here* 
Statefmen and mob expcded wonders^ 
Nor thought to find fo great a peer 

Ere a week paft committing blunders. 
Till, on a day cut out by fate. 

When folks came thick to make their court. 
Cot ffipt a myftcry of fbte. 

To give the town and country fport. 

* To Ireland, as one of the Lords Juftices. 
Vol. XLIL D Now 
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Now enters * Bufh with new ftate airs. 

His lordfhip's premier minifter; 
And who in all profound affairs 

Is held as needfull as his f clyfter. 
With head reclining on his fhoulder. 

He deals and hears myfterious chat. 
While every ignorant beholder 

Afks of his neighbour. Who is that ? 
With this he put up to my lord. 

The courtiers kept their diftance due. 
He twitch'd his fleeve, and ftole a word; 

Then to a corner both withdrew. 
Imagine now, my lord and Bufh 

Whifpering in junto moft profound. 
Like good king J Phyz and good king Ufh, 

While all the refl flood gaping round. 
At length a fpark not too well bred, 
• Of forward face and ear acute. 
Advanced on tiptoe, lean'd his head. 
To over-hear the grand difpute : . 
To learn what Northern kings defign. 

Or from Whitehall fome new exprefs, 
Papifb difarm'd, or fall of coin : 
For fure (thought he) it can't be lefs. 

* BuA, by fome underhand iniinuation, obtained the pott 
fecretary; which had been promifed to Swift. 
•f- Always taken before my lord went to council. 
J See " The RthcarfaL" 

■ IV 
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My lord, faid Bufh, a friend and I, 

Difgtiis'd in two old thread-bare coats. 
Ere morning's dawn^ ftole out to fpy 

How markets went for hay and oats. 
With that he draws two handfuls out. 

The one was oats, the other hay ; 
Puts this to 's excellency's fnout. 

And begs he would the other weigh. 
My lord feems pleas'd, but (till dire£b 

By all means to bring down the rates; 
Then, with a congee circumflex, 

Bufh, finiling round on all, retreats. 
Our Mener flood a ^^^e confus'd. 

But, gathering fpirits, wifely ran for % 
Enrag'd to fee the world abus'd 

By two fuch whifpering kings of Brentford. 

THE PROBLEM, 
'' That my lord Berkeley stinks, when he 

is IN LOVE." 

DID ever problem thus perplex. 
Or more employ, the female fex ? 
So fweet a pailion, who would thinly 
Jove ever form'd to make a fHnk ? 
The ladies vow and fwear, they '11 try 
Whether it be a truth or lye. 
Love's fire, it feems, like inward heat. 
Works in my lord by flool and fweat. 
Which brings a fHnk from every pore. 
And from beMnd and from before; 

D2 \^\ 
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Yet, what is wonderful to tell it. 

None but the favourite nymph can (inell it. 

But now, to folve the natural cauTe 

By fober philofophic laws : 

Whether all pafiions, when in ferment. 

Work out as anger does in vermin; 

So, when a weazel you torment. 

You find his paflion by his fcent. 

We read of kings, who, in a fright. 

Though on a throne, would fall to fii— * 

Befide all this, deep fcholars know. 

That the mdn firing of Cupid's bow 

Once on a time was an a — gut ; 

Now to a nobler office put. 

By favour or defert preferred 

From giving pafTage to a t— ; 

But ftill, though fix'd among the flars. 

Does fympathize with human a->*. 

Thus, when you feel an hard-bound breech. 

Conclude love's bow-fbring at full flretch. 

Till the kind loofenefs comes, and then 

Conclude the bow rekx'd again. 

And now, the ladies all are bent 
To try the great experiment. 
Ambitious of a regent's heart. 
Spread all their charms to catch a f— ; 
Watclung the firft unfavoury wind. 
Some ply before, and fome behind. 
My lord, on fire amidfl the dames, 
F — ts like a lauFel in the flames. 
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The fair approach die fpeaking part. 
To try the back-way to his heart : 
For, as when we a gun difcharge. 
Although the bore be ne'er fo large. 
Before the flame from muzzle burft, 
Juft at the breech it flafhes firft; 
So from my lord his paflion br<^e. 
He f— d firft, and then he fpoke. 

The ladies vanifh in the fmother. 
To confer notes with one another; 
And now they all agreed to name 
Whom each-one thought the happy dame* 
Quoth Neal, whatever the reft may think,. 
Pm fure 'twas I, that fmelt the ftink. 
You fmell the Itink ! by G — , you lye. 
Quoth Rofs, for Pll be fwom 'twas !• 
Ladies, quoth Levens, pray forbear: 
Let 's not fall oilt; we all had ftiare; 
And, by the moft I can difcover. 
My lord 's an univerfal lover» 

THE DESCRIPTION 

OF 

A SALAMANDER. 1706. 
Pliny, Nat. Hift. Kb. x. c. 67. lib. xxix. c. 4. 

AS MaftifF Dogs in modem phrafe are 
Call'd Pompey, Scipio, and Caefar; 
As Pyes and Daws are often ftyPd 
With Chriftian nicknames, like a child; 

D 3 A^ 
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As we fay Monfieur to an Ape, 

Without offence to human fhape; 

So men have got, from bird and brute,^ 

Names that would beft their natures fuit. 

The Lion, Eagle, Fox, and Boar, 

Were Heroes titles heretofore, 

Beftow'd as hieroglyphics fit 

To (hew their valour, ftrength, or wit : 

For what is underllood hy fame, 

Befides the getting of a name? 

But, e*er fince men invented guns, 

A different way their fancy runs : 

To paint a Hero, we inquire 

For fomething that will conquer /r^* 

Would you defcribe Turenne or Trump \ 

Think of a bucket or 2i pump. 

Are thefe too low ? — then find out grander^ 

Call my lord Cutts a Salamander. 

'Tis well; — but, fmce we live among 

Detradlors with an evil tongue. 

Who may objedl againft the term, 

Pliny fhall prove what we affirm : 

Pliny fhall prove, and we '11 apply. 

And I '11 be judg'd by ftanders-by. 

Firft, then, our author has defin'd 
This reptile of the Serpent kind. 
With gaudy coat and fhining train; 
But Ipathfome fpots his body ftain : 
Out from fome hole obfcure he flies. 
When rains defcend, and tempefts rife. 
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Till the fun clears the air; and then 
Crawls back negledted to his den. 

So> when the war has rais'd a (lonn> 
I Ve feen a Snake in human form> 
All ftain'd with infamy and vice. 
Leap from the dunghiU in a trice, 
Bumiih, and make a gaudy fhow. 
Become a general, peer, and beau. 
Till peace has made the iky ferene; 
Then fhrink into its hole again. 
*' All this we grant — why then look yonder: 
*' Sure that muft be a Salamander!" 

Farther, we are by Pliny told. 
This Serpent is extremely cold j 
So cold, that, put it in the fire, 
Twill make the very flames expire : 
Befides, it fpues a filthy froth 
(Whether through rage or luft, or both) 
Of matter purulent and white. 
Which, happening on the fkin to light. 
And there corrupting to a wound. 
Spreads leprofy and baldnefs round. 

So have I feen a batter'd beau. 
By age and daps grown cold as fnow, 
Whofe breath or touch, where-e'er he came. 
Blew out Love's torch, or chill'd the flame : 
And fhould fome nymph, who ne'er was cruel> 
Like Charlton cheap, or fam'd Du-Ruel, 
Receive the filth which he ejedls. 
She foon would find the fame efledls 

D 4 IUt 
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Her tainted carcafe to purTue^ 

As from the Salamander's fpue; 

A difmal fbedding of her locks. 

And, if no leprofy, a pox. 

" Then I '11 appeal to each by-ftander,. 

" If tliis be not .a Salamander T* 
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EARL OF PETERBORO\ 
Who: commanded the British forces in Spain 

MORDANTO fills the trump of fame. 
The ChrifHan worlds his deeds proclaim* 
And prints are crouded with his name. 

In joumies he outrides the pofl. 
Sits up till midnight with his hoft. 
Talks politicks, and gives the toaft ; 

Kjiows every prince in Europe's face,. 
Flies like a fquib from place to place> 
And travels not, but runs a race. 

From Paris gazette ^-la-main. 
This day arriv'd, without his train, 
Mordanto in a week from Spain. 

A meffenger comes all a-reek, 
Mordanto at Madrid to feek; 
He left the town above a week. 

Next day the poft-boy winds his horn. 
And rides through Dover in the mom ; 
Mordanto 's landed from Leghorn. 

Morda 
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Mordanto gallops on alone r 
The roads are with her followers drown ; 
This breaks a girth, and that a bone. 

His body adrve as his mind. 
Returning found in limb and wind. 
Except fome leather bft behind. 

A fkeleton in outward figure. 
His meagre corpfe^ though full of vigour* 
Would halt behind him, were it bigger. 

So wonderful his expedition. 
When you have not the leaft fuipicion. 
He 's with you like an apparition : 

Shines in all climates like a ftar; 
In fenates bold, and fierce in war; 
A land commander, and a tar : 

Heroic adlions early bred in. 
Ne'er to be match'd in modem readings 
But by his name-lake Charles of Sweden^ 

ON THE UNION. 

THE Queen has lately loft apart 
Of her ENTiRBLY-ENGLisH* heart;; 
For want of which, by way of botch, 
Slie piec*d it up again with scotch. 
Bleft revolution ! which creates 
Divided hearts, united ftates 1 

* The motto on Queen Anne*s corooatioa medal* 
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See how the double nation lies ; 

Like a rich coat with fkirts of frize : 

^s if a man> in making poiies. 

Should bundle thifUes up with rofes. 

Who ever yet a union (aw 

Of kingaoms without faith or law? 

Henceforward let no flateiinan dare 

A kingdom to a (hip compare; 

Left he fhould call our commonweal 

A veffel with a double keel : 

Which, juft like ours, new rigg'd and mann'dr 

And got about a league from land. 

By change of wind to leeward fide. 

The pilot knew not how to guide. 

So toffing faftion will o'erwhelm 

Our crazy double-bottom'd realm* 

ON MRS. BIDDY F L O Y D r 

Or, The Receipt to form a Beauty*. 

WHEN Cupid did his grandfire Jove mtreat 
To form fome Beauty by a new receipt, 
Jove fe^t, and found far in a country-fcene 
Truth, innocence, good-nature, look ferene : 
From which ingredients firft the dextrous boy 
Pick'd the demure, the awkward, and the coy. 

* An f Icgant Latin verfion of this little poem is in the fixth 
Tolume of Dryden's Mifcellanies. 

The 
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The Graces from the court did next provide 
Breedings and wit> and air, and decent pride { 
Thefe Venus cleans from every fpurious grain 
Of nice, coquet, affeded, pert, and vain. 
Jove mix'd up all, and his beft clay employed; 
Then call'd the happy Compofition Floyd. 



APOLLO OUTWITTED. 

To the Honourable Mrs, Finch, afterwards Countcfs 
of Win CHELSEA, under her name of Ar deli a. 

PHCEBUS^ now fhortening every Ihade, 
Up to the northern tropic came. 
And thence beheld a lovely maid. 
Attending on a royal dame.^ 

The god laid down his feeble raysy 
Then lighted from his glittering coach; 

Bat fenc'd his head with his own bays. 
Before he durft the nymph approach. 

Under thofe facred leaves, fecure 
From common lightning of the fldes. 

He fondly thought he might endure 
The flafhes of Ardelia's eyes. 

The nymph, who oft' had read in books 
Of that bright god whom bards invoke. 

Soon knew Apollo by his looks. 
And guefs'd his buiinefs ere he fpoke. 

lit. 
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He, in the old celefHal cant, 

Confefs'd his flame, and fwore by Styx, 

Whatever (he would defire, to grant- 
But wife Ardelia knew his tricks. 

Ovid had wam'd her, to beware 

Of ftrolling gods, whofe ufual trade is. 

Under pretence of taking air. 
To pick up fublunary ladies. 

Howe'er, ihe gave no flat denial. 
As having malice in her heart; 

And was refolv'd upon a trial. 
To cheat the god in his own art.^ 

Hear my requeft, the virgin faid; 

Let which I pleafe of all the Nine 
Attend, whene'er I want their aid. 

Obey my call, and only mine. 

By vow oblig'd, by paflion led. 

The god could not refufe her prayer : 

He wav'd his wreath thrice o'er her head,. 
Thrice mutter'd fomething to the air. 

And now he thought to feize his due : 
But fhe the charm already tried. 

Thalia heard the call, and flew 
To wait at bright Ardelia's fide. 

On fight of this celelHal prude y 
Apollo thought it vain to flay ; 
.^Nor in her prefence durfl be rude; 
But made his leg, and went away. 
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He hop*d to find fbme lucky hoiir» 
When on their Queen the Mufes wait : 

But Pallas owns Ardefia's power; 
For vows divine are kept by Fate. 

Then, full of rage, Apollo fpoke : 

Deceitful Nymph ! I fee thy art; 
And, though I can*t my gift revoke, 

I 11 difappoint its nobler part. 

Let ftubborn pride poflefs thee longs 

And be thou negligent of hms ; 
With every Mufe to grace thy fong, 

May'ft thou defjpife a poet's name 4 

Of modefl poets thou be firft j 

To filent fhadcs repeat thy verfe. 
Till Fame and Echo almoft burft. 

Yet hardly dare one Hne rehearie. 

And laft, my vengeance to complete, 

May'ft thou defcend to take renown, 
Prevail'd on by the thing you hate, 

A Whig ! and one that wears a gown ! 

VANBRUGH'S HOUSE, 

Built from the Ruins of Whitehall, 1706 *♦ 

IN times o£old, when time wza young. 
And poets their own verfes fung, 
A verfe would draw a done or beam. 
That now would over-load a team; 

* See the note, p* $z* 

Lead 
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Lead them a dance of many a mile. 
Then rear them to a goodly pile. 
Each number had its different power : 
Heroic ftrains could build a tower ; 
Sonnets^ or Elegies to Chloris, 
Might raife a houfe about two ibries; 
A Lyric Ode would date; a Catch 
Would tile; an Epigram would thatch. 

But^ to their own or landlord's cofl> 
Now poets feel this art is lofl. 
Not one of all our tuneful throng 
Can raife a lodging y^r afong: 
For Jove confider*d well the cafe, 
Obfcrv'd they grew a numerous race; 
And, fhould they build as fail as nurite^ 
'Twould ruin undertakers quite« 
This evil therefore to prevent. 
He wifely changed their element : 
On earth the god of wealth was made 
Sole patron of the building trade; 
Leaving the wits the fpacious air. 
With licence to build caftUs there : 
And, 'tis conceiy'd, their old pretence 
To lodge in garrets comes from thence, 

Premifing thus, in modem way. 
The better half we have to fay : 
Sing, Mufe, the houfe of poet Van 
In higher ftrains than we began. 

Van (for 'tis fit the reader know it) 
Is both a herald and a poet; 
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No wonder then if nicely fkill'd 
In both capacities to build. 
As herald> he can in a da/ 
Repair a hou/e gone to decay; 
Or, by atcbie*vementf arms, device^ 
£re£t a new one in a trice; 
And> as a poet> he has fkill 
To build in (peculation ftill. 
Great Jove I he cry'd, the art reftore 
To build by verfc as heretofore. 
And make my Mufe the architeft ; 
What palaces (hall we eredl ! 
No longer (hall forfaken Thames 
Lament his old Whitehall in flames ; 
A pile (hall from its a(hes iife> 
Fit to invade or prop the (kies^ 

Jove fmil'd, and, like a gentle god« 
Confenting with the ufual nod. 
Told Van, he knew his talent bed. 
And left the choice to his own brea(L 
So Van refolv'd to write a farce; 
fiut, well perceiving wit was fcarce. 
With cunning that defedt fupplies; 
Takes a French play as lawful prize; 
Steals thence his plot and every joke. 
Not once fuTpedUng Jove would y^i^; 
And (like a wag fet down to write) 
Would whi(per to himfelf, a bite\ 
Then, from this modey, mingled ftyle. 
Proceeded to eredt his pile« 

So 
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So men of old> to gain renown, did 

Build Babel with their tongues confounded*. 

Jove faw the cheat, l)ut "thought it bcft 

To turn the matter to a jeft : 

Down from Olympus' top he Aides, 

Laughing as if he 'd burft his fides : 

Ay, thought the God, are thefe your tricks f 

'Why then old plays deferve old bricks '^ 

And, fmce yoa 're fparing of your ftuff. 

Your building fhall be fmall enough. 

He fpake, and, grudging, lent his aid; 

Th' experienced bricks, that knew their trad^ , 

(As bemg bricks at fecond-hand) , 

'Now move, and now in order fhnd. 

The building, as the poet writ, 
Rofe in proportion to his wit : 
And firft the Prdogue built a wall 
So wide as to encompafs all. 
The Scene a wood produced, no more 
Than a few icrubby trees before. 
The Plot as yet lay deep ; and ib 
A cellar next was dug beljow: 
But this a work fi> hard was found. 
Two Adb it coft him under ground : 
Two other a£b, we may prefume. 
Were fpent in building each a room. 
Thus far advanc'd, he made a fhift 
To raife a roof with aft the fifth. 
The Epilogue behind did frame 
A place not decent here to name. 
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Now poets from all quarters ran 
To fee the houfe of brother Van; 
l-ook'd high and low, walked often round; 
3at no fuch houfe was to be found. 
One a(ks the watermen hard-by» 
" Where may the poet's palace lie ?** 
Another of the Thames inquires. 
If he has feen its gilded fjnres? 
At length they in the rubbifti fpy 
A thing refembHng a goofe-pye. 
Thither in hafte the poets throng. 
And gaze in filent wonder long^ 
Till one in raptures. thus began 
To praife the pile and builder Van : 

Thrice happy poet ! who may'ft trail 
Thy houfe about thee like a fnail; 
Or, hamefs'd to a nag, at eafe 
Take journeys in it like a chaife; 
Or in a boat, whene'er thou wilt, 
Canft make it fcrve thee for a tilt ! 
Capadous houfe! 'tis own'd by all 
Thou 'rt well contrived, though thou art fmall : 
Por every wit in Britain's iflc 
May lodge within thy fpacious pile. 
Like Bacchus thou, as poets feign. 
Thy mother burnt, art born again. 
Bom like a phoenix from the flame ; 
But neither 6ulk nor Jhape the fame : 
As animals of largefl iize 
Corrupt to maggots, worms, and flic$; 

Vol. XLU. E kt^^^ 



50 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

A type of modern wit and ftyle, 

The ruhbijh of an ancient pile. 

So chemifts boaft they have a power 

From the dead jifhes of a flower 

Some faint refemblance to produce. 

But not the virtue, tafte, or juice : 

So modern rhymers wifely blaft 

The poetry of ages paft; 

Which after they have overthrown. 

They from its ruins build their own. 

TWO RIDDLES. 1707 •. 
I. On a Fan. 

FROM India's burning clime I 'm brought. 
With cooling gales like Zephyrs fraught. 
Not Iris, when fhe paints the fky. 
Can (hew more different hue than I: 
Nor can fhe change her form fo fafl ; 
I 'm now a fail, and now a mafl : 
I here am red, and there am green; 
A beggar there, and here a queen. 
1 fometimes live in houfe of hair. 
And oft' in hand of lady fair : 

• Originally communicated by Swift to OlJIfworth, who pub* 
liihed them in ** The Mufes Mercury, 1707." Some other 
amufements of the fame nature, written abaut i7Z4t maybe feen 
in Vol. XLIII. N. 

I pleafe 
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I pleafe the young, I grace the old. 
And am at once both hot and cold : 
Say what I am then, if you can. 
And find the rhyme, and you 're the man. 



ANSWER. 

YOUR "houfe of hair, and lady^s hand. 
At firft did put me to a Hand. 
I have it now — 'lis plain enough^ 
Your h^y bufinefs is a muff. 
Your engine fraught with cooling gales. 
At once fo like your mails and fails; 
Your thing of various ihape and hue, 
Muft be fome painted toy, I knew : 
And for the rhyme to j'o« Vf the man. 
What fits it better than Tifan? 

II. On a Beau. 

I'M wealthy and poor, 
I 'm empty and full, 
I 'm humble and proud, 
I 'm witty and dull. 

I *m foul, and yet fair ; 

I 'm old, and yet young : 
I lie with Moll K—r, 

And toaft Mrs. ■ 

£2 i^NS\V)LlL> 
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ANSWER, BY MR. F— R. 

IN rigging he *s rich, thoitgh in pocket he's poor; 
He cringes to courtiers, and cocks to the dt^^ 
Like twenty he dreffes, but looks like threefcore ; 
He 's a wit to the fools, and a fool to the wits. 

Of wifdom he 's empty, but full of conceit ; 

He paints and pcrfunves, while he rots v^xh th&fq^b; 
*Tis a Beau you may (Wear by his (J^nfc and his^gak; 

He boafts of a beauty, and lies with a. drab. 

THE H.I STpR.y OF 

V A N B R U G H ' S H O U S E •• 

WHEN mother Clud hajd rpfe. frpnipl2^« 
And caird to take th^ CJ^rdfi? a^v^y^ 
Van faw, but feem'd not to regard. 
How Mi/s pick'd every painted card. 
And, bufy both with hand and eye. 
Soon rear'd a houfe two ftories high. 
Van's genius, without thought or ledhire. 
Is hugely tum'd to architeSure : 
He view'd the edifice, and fmil'd, 
Vow'd it was pretty for a child; 
It was fo perfed in its kind. 
He kept the model in his mind. 

• Dr. Swift ''made Sir John Vanbrogh ample amends for the 
pointed raillery of this and the poem in p. 48, in the Preface to 
his Mifcellanies, 1727. N« 

Bat^ 
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But, when he found the boys at Jplayj 
And faw them dabbfing ul their clay> 
He flood behind a flafl tolurk> 
And mark the pi'ogrefs of dieir work^ 
With true delist obferv'd them aU 
Raking up muJ to build a wall. 
The plan he much admir'dy and took 
The moi^el in his table-book ; 
Thought himfelf now exadlly fkill'd>. 
And forefolv'd a hou/e to build; 
A real boufe, with rooms y ^n^fiairsy 
Five times at leaft as big as theirs i 
Taller than Mi/s^% by two yards ; 
Not a fham thing of clay or cards : 
And fo he did; for, in a while. 
He bmlt up fuch a monftrous pile. 
That no two chwrmen could be found 
Able to lift it from the ground. 
Still at Whitehall it ftands in view, 
Juft in the place where firft it grew; 
There all the little fchool-boys run. 
Envying to fee themfelves out-done. 

From fuch deep rudiments as thefe. 
Van is become by due degrees 
For building fam'd, and juftiy reckon'd> 
At court, Vitruvius xht/econd : 
No wonder, lince wife authors ihow 
That beft foundations muft be lonu : 
And now the Duke has wifely ta'en him 
To be his architeSi at Blenheim, 

E 3 'fiiNi.^t 
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But, raillery for once apart^ 
If this rule holds in every art; 
Or if his Grace were no more fkill'd in 
The art of battering walls than buildings 
We might exped to fee next year 
A moufe-trap'Vassi chief engineer I 



BAUCIS AND PHILEMON. 

On the ever-lamented Lofs of the Two Yew-tree 
in the Parifli of Chilthome, Scmerfet. 1708. 

Imitated from the Eighth Book of Ov i d-^ 

IN ancient times, as fbory tells,. 
The faints would often leave their cells,. 
And ilroU about, but hide their quality. 
To try good people's hofpitality. 
It happened on a winter-night. 
As authors of the legend write. 
Two brother-hermits, faints by trade, - 
Taking their tour in mafquerade, 
Difguis'd in tatter'd habits, went 
To a fmall village down in Kent; ii 

Where, ia the ftroUers' canting ftrain,. 
They begg'd from door to door in vain. 
Tried every tone might pity win ; 
But not a foul would let them in. 

Our wandering faints, in woful flate> i 

Treated at this ungodly rate,. 

Havin) 
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Having through all the village paft. 

To a fmall cottage came at lail ! 

Where dwelt a good old honeft ye'man, 

Call'd in the neighbourhood Philemon; 20 

Who kindly did thefe faints invite 

In his poor hut to pafs the night; 

And then the hofpitable fire 

Bid goody Baucis mend the fire ; 

While he from out the chimney took 25 

A flitch of bacon off the hook. 

And freely from the fatteft fide 

C'it out large flices to be fry'd ; 

Then flepp'd afide to fetch them drink, 

Fill'd a large jug up to the brink, 30 

And faw it fairly twice go round ; 

Yet (what is wonderful!) they found 

Twas IHll replenilli'd to the top. 

As if they ne'er had touch*d a drop. 

The good old couple were amaz'd, 35 

And often on each other gaz'd; 

For both were frighten'd to the heart. 

And juft began to cry, — \Vhat ar't I 

Then foftly turn'd aiide to view" 

Whether the lights were burning blue. j{0 

The gentle pilgrims, foon aware on^t. 

Told them their calling, and their errand : 

Good folks, you need not be afraid. 

We are hut faints, the hermits faid ; 

No hurt fhall come to you or yours : 45 

But for that pack of churlilh boors, 

E 4 Not 



J $WIFT'StOEM$. 

Not fit to Uve on Chrifliaxi ground; 
They and their hou&s ihall be drown'd;: 
Whilft you ihall fee your cottage rife. 
And grow a church before your eyes. 

They fcarce had fpoke, when feir and fcft 
The roof began to mount aloft ; 
Aloft rofe every beam and rafter; 
The heavy wall climb'd fbwly after. 

The chimney widen'd, and grew higher. 
Became a fleeple with a fpire. 

The kettle to the top was hoift. 
And there flood faflen'd to a joifl. 
But with the upfide down, to ihow 
Its inclination for below : 
In vain; for a fuperior force> 
Apply'd at bottom, flops its courfe : 
Doom*d ever in fufpence to dwell, 
'Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, which had almoft 
Loft by difufe the art to roall, 
A fudden alteration feels. 
Increased by new inteftine wheels ; 
And, what exalts the wonder more. 
The number made the motion flower : 
The flier, though 't had leaden feet, 
Turn'd round fo quick, you fcarce could fee 't; 
But, flacken'd by fome fecret power. 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 
The jack and chimney, near ally'd. 
Had never left each other's fide: 
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The chimney to a fteeple grown. 

The jack would not be left alone ; 

But, up againil the fteeple rear'd,^ 

Became a clock»^ and ftill adher'd; 80 

And (till its love to houfliold cares». 

By a fhrill voice at noon> declares,< 

Waniing the cook-maid not to burn 

That roaft-meat which it cannot turn. 

The groaning-chair began to crawly Sj: 

Like a huge (hail, along the wall ; 
There ftuck aloft in public view. 
And, with fmall change, a pulpit grew. 

The porringers, that in a row 
Hung high, and made a glittering fhow, gty 

To a lefs noble fubiftance chang'd. 
Were now but leathern buckets rang'd. 

The ballads, palled on the wall. 
Of Joan of France, and Englilh Molly 
Fjur Rofamond, and Robin Hood, 95. 

The Little Children in the Wood, 
Now feem'd to look abundance better. 
Improved in pifture, fize, and letter ; 
And, high in order plac'd, defcribe 
The heraldry of every tribe *. loqi 

A bedftead of the antique mode, 
Compaft of timber many a load. 
Such as our anceftors did ufe. 
Was metamorphos'd into pews ; 

* The tribes of Ifrael are fnmetimes diflinguifhed in country 
cKurches by the eniigns given to them by Jacob* 
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Which ftill their ancient nature keep loj 

By lodging folks difpos'd to flecp. 

The cottage by fuch feats as thefe 
Grown to a church by juft degrees^ 
The hermits then defir'd their hoft 
To aflc for what he fancy *d moH. * ii© 

Philemon, having paus'd a while> 
Retum'd them thanks in homely flyle : 
Then faid. My houfe is grown fo fine, 
Methinks I ftill wotdd call it mine; 
I 'm old, and fain would live at eafe ; 115 

Make me the far/on, if you pleafe. 

He fpoke, and prefently he feels 
His grazier's coat fall down his heels : 
He fees, yet hardly can believe. 
About each arm a pudding-ileeve ; 120 

His waiftcoat to a caffock grew. 
And both affum'd a fable hue ; 
But, being old, continued juft 
As thread-bare, and as full of duft. 
His talk was now o£ tithes and iiues: 125 

He fmok'd his pipe, and read the news ; 
Knew how to preach old fermons next, 
Vamp'd in the preface and the text ; 
At chriftenings well could a£l his part. 
And had the fsrvice all by heart; 130 

Wifh'd women might have children faft. 
And thought whofe fow had farrow'd laft; 
Againft dijfenters would repine. 
And ftood up firm for right di<vinc% 

Found 
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Found his head filPd with many a fyftem : 135 

But claffic authors, — he ne'er mifs'd 'em. 

Thus having furbifti'd up a parfon. 
Dame Baucis next they play'd their farce on. 
Inftead of home-fpun coifs, were feen 
Good pinners edg'd with colberteen\ 140 

Her petticoat, transform'd apace. 
Became black fattin flounc'd with lace. 
Plain Goody would no longer down ; 
*Twas Madam y in her grogram gown. 
Philemon was in great furprize, 145 

And hardly could believe his eyes, 
Amaz'd to fee her look fo prim ; 
And (he admir'd as much at him. 

Thus happy in their change of life 
Were feveral years this man and wife; 150 

When on a day, which prov'd their laft, 
Difcourfing o'er old ftories paft. 
They went by chance, amidft their talk. 
To the church-yard to take a walk; 
When Baucis haftily cry'd out, 155 

My dear, I fee your forehead fprout ! 
Sprout! quoth the man; what's this you tell us? 
I hope you don't believe me jealous I 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true ; 
And really yours is budding too— 160 . 

Nay, — now I cannot ftir my foot; 
It feels as if 'twere taking root. 

Defcription would but tire my Muie; 
In (hort, they both were tum'd to j^xyj. 
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Old Goodman Dobfoti of the greeo 
Remembers^ he the trees has ieen; 
He '11 talk of them from noon tiU nighty. 
And goefl with folks to fhew the fight : 
Gn Sundays, after evenbg-prayery 
He gathers all the parifh there ; 
Points out the place of eidjerj^w; 
Here Baucis, there Philemon, grew : 
Till once a parlbn of our town. 
To mend his bam, cut Baucis down ; 
At which 'tis hard* to be believ'd 
How much the other tree was griev'd. 
Grew fcrubbedy dy*d a-top, was ftuntcd j 
So the next paribn ftubb'd and burnt it. 



ELEGY 

On the fuppofed Death of Pa rt r i d g e, 
Almanack-Maker. 1708* 

WE L L ; *tis as Bickerftaff has gucfs'd. 
Though we all took it for a jeflr: 
Fartridge is dead; nay more, he dy'd 
Ere he could prove the good *fquire ly'd* 
Strange, an aftrologer Ihould die 
• Without one wonder in the fky ! 
Not one of all his crony ftars 
To pay their duty at his hearfe ! 
No meteor, no eclipfe appear'd I 
No comet with a flaming beard ! 



ELEGY ON PARTIIDGE. 6j 

The fun has rofe, and gone to bed» 
Juft as if Partridge were not dead; 
Nor hid lumfeif behind the moon. 
To make a dreadful night at noon. 
He at fit periods walks through Aries^ 
However our earthly motion varies; 
And twice a year he 'U cut th' equator , 
As if there had been no fuch matter. 

Some wits have wonder'd what analogy 
There is 'twixt * coining aod afirology. 
How Partridge made his of tics rife 
From zflyoe^/ole to reach the ikies* 

A lifl the cQblei's templss ties*. 
To keep the hair out of his cyea ; 
From whence 'tis plain* the diadem 
That princes weait, derives from them a 
And therefore frowffi are now-a-days 
Adom'd with golden ft or s aod. rays ; 
Which plainly fhews the near alliance 
*Twixt cobling and the planets /cien<4. 

Befides, that ilow.-pac'd iign, Bootes, 
As 'tis mifcall'd, we knqw not who 'tisi: 
But Partridge ended all difpute»; 
He knew his trade> and oall'd.it f ^oots^ 

The i&0rWx'M0», which: heretofore 
Upon their fhoes the Romans wore, 
Whofe widenefs kept their toes from CQm»> 
And whence we claim oxaft^eing^bors^s, 

* Partridge was a cobJer. -f* See hia alaunack* 
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Shews how the art of cobling bears 
A near refemblance to ihtjpberes, 

A fcrap q{ parchment hung by geometry 
(A great refinement in barometry) 
Can, like the ftars, foretel the weather; 
And what is parchment elfe but leather? 
Which an aftrologer might ufe 
Either for almanacks ox Jhoes, 

Thus Partridge by his wit and parts 
At once did praftife both thefe arts ; 
And as the boding owl (or rather 
The bat, becaufe her wings are leather) 
Steals from her private cell by night. 
And flies about the candle-light; 
So learned Partridge could as well 
Creep in the dark from leathern cell. 
And in his fancy fly as far 
To peep upon a twinkling ftar. 

Befides, he could confound xht/pheres. 
And fet the planets by the ears ; 
To ftiew Jiis ikill, he Mars could join 
To Venus in a/ped malign ; 
Then call in Mercury for aid. 
And cure the wounds that Venus made. 

Great fcholars have in Lucian read. 
When Philip king of Greece was dead. 
His /oul 2ind Jpirit did divide. 
And each part took a different fide : 
One rofe a ftar; the other fell 
Beneath, and mended flioes in hell. 



Thus 
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Thus Partridge ftill fhines in each art. 
The cohling zxAftar-gaxing part; 
And is inftall'd as good a liar 
As any of the Caefars are. 

Triumphant ftar 1 fome pity (how 
On cobUrs militant below. 
Whom roguifti boys, in ftormy nights. 
Torment by piffing out their lights ; 
Or through a chink convey their fmokc, 
Inclos'd artificers to choke. 

Thou, high exalted in thy fphere, 
May'ft follow ftill thy calling there. 
To thee the Bull will lend his hide^ 
By Phoebus newly tann'd and dry'd; 
For thee they Argo's hulk will tax. 
And fcrape her pitchy fides for ^wax: 
Then Ariadne kindly lends 
Her braided hair to make the ends : 
The points of Sagittarius' dart 
Turns to an aiA^I by heavenly art; 
And Vulcan, wheedled by his wife. 
Will forge for thee a paring-knife. 
For want of room by Virgo's fide. 
She '11 fbam a point, and fet aftride. 
To take thee kindly in betnveen; 
And then ihcfigns will be thirteen. 

THE EPITAPH. 

HERE, five feet deep, lies on his back, 
A cobUr, Warmonger, and quack i 
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Who to tht.^ars m pure good-wiU 
Does to his beft look upward ftiH. 
Weep, all you cuftomers that ufe 
His pills, his almanacks, ospw: 
And you that did yoiir fortunes £5ek> 
Step to his grave but once a week : 
This earth which bears his body's prints 
You Ml find has ib much virtue in 't. 
That I duiik pawn, my cars 'twill tell 
Whatever concerns you fiiH as well. 
In pbyjick, ftolen^goods, or lo^e. 
As he himfelf coukU ^ndien above. 

MERLIN'S PHOPHECY. 1709. 

SEVEN and ten addyd toe none. 
Of Fraunce her w«e ckis i» the fyghe; 
'Tamys rivere twys y-fFOKcn, 
Walke fans wety»g fhoes^ ne hossefi. 
Then comyth foorthe, icb rnlderftonde. 
From towne of flofe to fattyn londe. 
An hardie chiftan*, woe the mome. 
To Fraunce that evere he was bom. 
Then fhall the fylhef bcweylc his bofle; 
Nor ihaU grin- bertysf make up the loffc. 
Yonge Symnelell ftiall again mi&arrye ; 
And Norways piTdf again Ihallmarrey: 
And from the tree where blofums feele. 
Rife fruit fhall come, and all is wele. 

♦ D. of Marlboroogh. f The Dauphin. 

} D. of Berry. || The young PfSteBder. § Q^^Aone. 

Rea\UB9 
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Mia^ (hall daunce honde in honde*« 
id it ftiall be'mcryc in old Inglonde; 
Then old Inglonde (hall be no more, . 
And no man (hall be forie therefore. 
•Geryonf (hall have three hedes agayne. 
Till Hap(burget makyth them but twayne* 

A DESCRIPTION OF 

THE MORNING. 1709. 

NOW hardly here and there an hackney coach 
Appearing, (hew'd the ruddy morn's approach. 
Now Betty from her mailer's bed had flown. 
And foftly ftole to difcompofc her own ; 
The flip(hod 'prentice from his mailer's door 
Had par'd the dirt, and fprinkled round tlie floor. 
Now Moll had whirl'd her mop with dextrous airs, 
Prepar'd to fcrub the entry and the fbirs. 
The youth with broomy flumps began to trace 
The kennel's edge, where wheels had worn the place. 
The fmall-coal-man was heard with cadence deep. 
Till drdwn'd in fhriller notes of chimncy-fweep. 
Duns at his Lordfhip's gate began to meet ; 
And brick-duflMoIl had fcrcam'd through half the fbreet. 
The turnkey now liis flock returning fees. 
Duly let out a-nights to fleal for {:ics : 
The watchful bailiffs take their filent (lands. 
And fchool-boys lag with fatchcls in their hands. 

• By the Union. f A King of Spain (lain by Hercules. 
J The Archduke Charles was of the Haplburg famil/. 

Vol. XLII. F k \> ^ - 
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A DESCRIPTION OF 
A CITY- SHOWER. 

Inhnitataonof^^rgiPsGcorgics. 17 lo- 

CAREFUL obfcrvers may fortcl the hour 
(By fure prognoftics) when to dread a (hower. 
While rain depends^ the penftve cat gives o'er 
Her frolicks^ and purfues her tail no more. 
Returning home at night> you 'II find the fink 
Stiike your offended fenfe with double ftii^. 
If you be wife^ then go not far to dinie; 
You '11 fpend in coach-hire more than fave in ^f^tm 
A coming (hower your (hooting corns prefage^ 
Old aches will throb> your hollow tooth will rage. 
Saunteiing in coffee-houfe is Dulman feen ; 
He damns the cHmate^ and complains o^fphen* 

Meanwhile the fouth> rifmg with dabbled wings^ 
A fable cloud athwart the welkin flings. 
That fwill'd more liquor than it could contain. 
And, like a drunkard, gives it up a^in. 
JBrilk Sufan whips her linen from the rope, 
WMle the firft drizzling fhower is borne aflope : 
Such is that fprinkling which fome carelefs quean 
Flirts on you from her mop, but not fo clean : 
You fly, invoke the gods ; then, turning, flop 
To rail; Ihe, fmging, IHll whirls on her mop. 
Not yet the duft had fhunn'd th' unequal ihife. 
But, aided by the mnd, fought itill for life; 

And, 
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w/^nd^ wafted vnxh its foe by violent guft, 
'Twas doubtful which was rain, and which was duU. 
.Ah ! where muft needy poet feek for aid* 
When daft and rain at once his coat invade? 
jSole coat ! where daft cemented by the rain 
£re£ls the nap> and leaves a cloudy ftaun ! 

Now in conuguous drops the flood comes down» 
Threatening with deluge this devoted town. 
To (hops in crouds the daggled females fly« 
Pretend to cheapen goods* but nothing buy. 
The templar fpruce,ivhile every fpout 's abroach^ 
Stays till 'tis fair* yet feems to call a coach. 
The tuck'd-up femftrefs walks with hafty ftrides* 
While ftreams jun down her oil'd umbrella's fides. 
Here various kinds9 by various fortunes led* 
Commence acquaintance underneath a fhed. 
Triumphant Tories and dcfponding Whigs 
forget their feuds, and join to ikve their wigs. 
BoxM in a chair* the beau impatient fits* 
While fpouts run clattering o'er the roof by fits. 
And e\'er and anon with frightful din 
The leather founds; he trembles from within. 
So when Troy chairmen bore the wooden fteed. 
Pregnant with Greeks impatient to be freed* 
-(Thofe bully Greeks, who* as the moderns do, 
Inftead of paying chairmen* ran them through) 
Laocoon fbuck the outfide with his fpcar* 
And each imprifon'd hero quak'd for fear. 

Now from all parts the fweUing kennels flow. 
And bear their trophies with them as tkey go : 

F 2 FUOis 
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Filths of all hues and odours feem to tell 
What ftrcct they fail'd from by their fight and fmell. 
They, as each torrent drives, with rapid force. 
From Smithfield or St. Tulchre's fhape their courfe. 
And in huge confluence join'd at SnowhiU ridge. 
Fall from the conduit prone to Holboum bridge. 
Sweepings from butchers' ftalls, dung, guts, and^ 

blood, I 

Drown'd puppies, ftinking fprats, all drench'd in I 

mud. 
Dead cats, and tomip-tops, come tumbling down 

the flood. J 



On The Little House by the Church-tare 
OP Castlenock. 1710. 

WHOEVER pleafedi to enquire 
Why yonder fteeple wants a fpire. 
The grey old fellow poet *Joe 
The philofophic caufe will fhow. 
Once on a time a weftem blaft 
At leaft twelve inches overcaft. 
Reckoning roof, weathercock, and all. 
Which came with a prodigious fall ; 
And turning topfy-turvy round. 
Light with its bottom on the ground ; 
For, by the laws of gravitation. 
It fell into its proper flation. 



• Mr. Beaumont of Trim. 
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This is the little ftrutting pile. 
You fee juft by the church-yard ftile; 
The walls in tumbling gave a knock ; 
And thus the fteeple got a (hock ; 
From whence the neighbouring farmer calls 
The fteeple. Knock ; the vicar, * IValls. 

TTie vicar once a week creeps in. 
Sits with his knees up to his cliin ; 
Here conns his notes, and takes a whet. 
Till the fmall ragged flock is met. 

A traveller, who by did pafs, 
Obferv'd the roof behind the grafs ; 
On tiptoe Itood, and rear'd his fnout. 
And faw the parfon creeping out; 
Was much furpriz'd to fee a crow 
Venture to build his neft fo low. 

A fchool-boy ran unto *t, and thought. 
The crib was down, the blackbird caught. 
A third, who loil his way by night. 
Was forc'd for fafety to alight; 
And, ftepping o'er the fabric-roof. 
His horfe had like to fpoU his hoof. 

Warburton + took it in his noddle. 
This building was defign'd a model 
Or of a pigeon-houfe or oven. 
To bake one loaf, and keep one dove in. 

Then Mrs. Johnfon % gave her verdift. 
And every one was pleas'd that heard it : 

• Archdeacon Wall, a correfpondent of Swifi*s. 
f Dr* Swift*s coratp at Laracor. % Stella* 
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AH that you make this ftir about. 
Is but a dill whickwants a fpout. 
The reverend Dr. • Raymond gucTs'd: 
More probably than all the reft; 
He faid^ but that it wanted roomv 
It might have been a pigmy's tomb^ 

TTie Dodter's family, came by. 
And little mifs began to cry ; 
Give methat.houfe m my own hand!: 
Then madam bade die chariot ftand, 
CalI'd to the clerk, in manner mild,. 
Pray, reach that thing here to the child '^ 
That thing, I mean,. among' the kale: 
And here 's to buy a pot of ^e. 

The clerk faid u> her, in a heat. 
What ! fell my matter's country feat^. 
Where he comes every week from town !^ 
He would not. fell it for a crown. 
Poh! fellow, keep not {iich a pother; 
In half an hour thou It make another. 

Says f Nancy, I can make for mifs 
A finer houfe ten times than this ; 
The Dean will give me willow- flicks,. 
And Joe my apuon-full of bricks*. 

* Minifter of Trim. 
f The waiting-woman. 
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THE VIRTUES 

o r 

;iD HAMET THE MAGICIAN'S ROB. 

1710* 

THE rod was but a harmleis w»id,. 
While Mofes hddit in hishand^ 
^ut, jRxm as e'er he iai^ it down, 
Twas a devoaring- ferpent grown. 

Our great magician, Hamet Sid» 
Reverfes what the prophet did: 
His rod was honed Eng^ih wood^ 
That (enfelefs in a comer ilood» 
Till, metamorphos'd by his graip. 
It grew an all-devouring alp; 
Would hifs, and fting-, and roll, and twi^ 
By the mere virtue of his. fift:; 
But, when he laid it dorwn, as quick. 
Refum'd the figure of a ftick. 

So to her ndnight-feafts the hag- 
Rides on a broomiHck for a. nag. 
That, rais'd by magick of her breech^ 
O'er fea and land; conveys the witch; 
But with the morning-dawn nefumes 
The peaceful ^te of common brooms. 

They tell us-fomething fbange and odd? 
About a certain magic rod^^ 

* The vh'ptla dniinaf.Ckid to beattraA«d b; miaerak. 

F4 Tha.t^ 
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That^ bending down its top,, divines 
Whene'er the foil has golden mines ; 
Where there are none, it Hands eredt,. 
Secerning to (hew the leaft re^xd. 
As ready was the lAJondofSid 
To hend where gclden mines were hid ; 
In Scottifh hills found precious ore *, 
Where none e'er lodt'd for it before;. 
And by a gentle bonjo divin'd. 
How well a cully\ purfe was Ik'd : 
To a forlorn and broken reiki 
Stood without motion, like a Oake. 

The rod of Hermes was renown'd' 
For diarms above and under ground ;: 
To deep could mortal eye-lids fix,. 
And drive departed fouls to Styx. 
That rod was juft a type of Sid's,. 
Which o'er a Britifh fenate's lids 
Could (batter opium full as well. 
And drive as msdiyjouls to Jbell. 

Sid's rod was (lender, white, andtall'„ 
Which oft' he us'd to/y^ withal; 
A plaice was faficn'd to the hook. 
And many fcore o^ gudgeons took i. 
Yet ftill fo happy was his fate. 
He caught his ji5)J&, and fav'd his bait, 

Sid's brethren of the conjuring tribe 
A circle with their rod defcribe> 

* Suppofed to alhide to the Union «- 
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• 
Which proves a magical redoubt 

To keep mijchitvous Jpirits out. 

Sid's rod was of a larger fbide> 

And made a circle thrice as wide^ 

Where^/>//i throng'd with hideous din. 

And he flood there to take them in : 
But, when th' inchanted rod was brokt. 

They vanifh'd in a (tinldng fmoke. 

Achilles* fceptre was of wood, 
Like Sid's, but nothing near fo good; 
That down from anceftors divine 
Tranfmitted to the hero's line. 
Thence, through a long defcent of kings. 
Came an heir- loom, as Homer fings^ 
Though this defcription looks fo big, 
Th2il J'cep/re was a faplefs twig. 
Which, from the fatal day, when firfl 
It left the foreft where 'twas nurs'd,- 
As Homer tells us o'er and o'er,. 
Kor leaf, nor fruit, nor bloflbm, bore» 
Sid's fceptrc, full of juice, did Ihoot 
In golden boughs, and golden fruit;. 

And he, the dragon never fleeping. 

Guarded each fair Hefperian pippin. 

No bobbj'bor/e, with gorgeous top. 

The deareft in Charles Mather's • fhop> 

Or glittering tinfel of May-fair, 

Could with this rod of Sid compare. 



* Ao eminent toyman in Fket-ftreetr 
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Dear Sid, then, why wert thoa fo mad 
To break thy rod like naughty lad ! 
You (hould harve kifs'd it in your difbefs^ 
And then return'd it to your miftrefs ; 
Or made it a. Newmarket * fwitch^ 
And not a rod for thy own breech. 
But fmce old Sid has broken this. 
His next may be a. rod in. pi/s^ 



ATLAS; OR, TIIE MINISTER OF STATE- 

TO T H B- 

LORD TREASURER OXFORD. 1710- 

ATLAS, we read' in ancient fong. 
Was fo exceeding tall and ftrong^ 
He bore the fkies upon his back, 
Juft as a pedlar does his pack : 
Butr as a pedlar overprefs'd 
Unloads upon z ftall to red ; 
Or, when he can no longer ftand", 
Defires a friend to lend a hand ; 
So Atlas, left the ponderous fpheres: 
Should fink, and f:dl about his ears^ 
Got Hercules to bear the pile. 
That he might fit and reft awhile. 

* Lord Godolphin Is iatirized by Mr. Pope for- a- fl'ronf 
attachment to the turf.. See his Moral EHays, 

Tet 
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Yet Hercules was not fo ftrong. 
Nor could have borne k half ib long. 

Great ftatefmen are in this conditioa; 
And Atlas is a poliddan, 
A premier ininiiler of ftate ; 
Alcides one of fecond rate.. 
Suppofe then Atlas ne'er fo wife ; 
Yet, when the weight of kingdoms lies: 
Too long upon his iingle ihoulders. 
Sink down he niuil» or find upholders^ 

A TOWN ECLOGUE, r/ro. 
Scene, The Royal ExcftANGB.. 

CaRY HON.. 

NOW the keen rigour of the winter 's o'erj 
No hail defcends, and frofb can pinch no more^ 
Vhilft other girls confefs the genial fpringy 
\xA laugh aloud, or amorous ditties fing,, 
•ecure from cold their lovely necks difplay,. 
\sA throw each ufelefs chafing-difli away;: 
Vhy fits my Phillis difcontentcd here, 
^or feels the turn of the revolving yean ^ 
Vhy on that brow dwell forrow and difmay,, 
Vhere Loves were, wont to^rt, and Smiles to playf 
Phillis. Ah, Corydon I furvey the 'Change around, 
fhrough all the 'Change no wretch like me is found : 
\las 1 the day, when. I, poor heedleis maid, *^ 

iVas to your rooms in Lincobi's4nn betray'd ; V 

Fhen how yoa fwore* how many vows you made I J 
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Ye Mening Zephyrs, that o'crheard his love. 
Waft the foft accents to the gods above. 
Alas! the day; for (oh, eternal fhame!) 
I fold you handkerchiefs, and loft my fame. 

Cor. When I forget the favour you beftow'd. 
Red herrings fhall be fpawn'd in Tyburn Road, 
Fleet-ftreet transform'd become a flowery green. 
And mafs be fung where operas are feen ; 
The wealthy cit, and the St. James's beau. 
Shall change their quarters, and their joys forego; 
Stock-jobbing this to Jonathan's fhall come. 
At the Groom Porter's that play off his plum. 

Phil. But v/hat to me does all that love avail. 
If, while I doze at home o'er porter's ale. 
Each night with wine and wenches you regale ? 
My live-long hours in anxious cares are pail. 
And raging hunger lays my beauty wafte. 
On templars fpruce in vain I glances throw. 
And with fhrill voice invite them as they go. 
Expos'd in vain my gloffy ribbands fhine. 
And unregarded wave upon the twine. 
The week flies round ; and, when my profit 's known, 
I hardly clear enough to change a crown. 

CoR. Hard fate of virtue, thus to be diftreft. 
Thou faireft of thy trade, and far the beft ! 
As fruitmen's ftalls the fummer-market grace. 
And ruddy peaches them ; as firft in place 
Plum-cake is feen o'er finallcr pafby ware. 
And ice on that; fo Phillis does appear 
In play-faoofe and in park, above the reft 
Of belles mechanic, elegantly drefl, Phil 
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Phil. And yet Crcpundia, that conceited fair, 
Amidfl her toys, affe^Sb a faucy air, 
And views me hourly with a fcomful eye. 

Cor. She might as well with bright Cleora vie. 

Phil. With this large petticoat I fbive in viin 
To hide my folly paft, and coming pain : 
Pis now no fecret ; (he, and fifty more, 
)bferve the fymptoms I had once before : 
i fecond babe at Wapping muft be plac'd, 
/hen I fcarce bear the charges of the laft. 

Cor. What I could raife I fent; a pound of plums, 
ive Ihillings, and a coral for his gums ; 
o-morrow I intend him fomething more. 

Phil. I fent a frock and pair of fhoes before. 

Cor. However, you fhall home with me to-night, 
orget your cares> and revel in delight, 
have in ftore a pint or two of wine, 
ome cracknels, and the remnant of a chine. 

And now on either fide, and all around. 
Tie weighty (hop-boards fall and bars refound; 
ach ready femftrefs flips her pattins on, 
jid ties her hood, preparing to be gone. 

EPITAPH, 
Infcribed on a Marble Tablet, in Berkeley Churclu 

H. S. £. 

CaroUis Comes de Berkeley, Vicecomes Duriley, 

Baro Berkeley, de Berkeley Caft. Mowbray, Segmve, 

£t Bruce, e Nobiliflimo ordine Balnei Eques, 

Vir ad genus quod fpe^t Sc Proavos ufquequaque Nobilis, 

£e 
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Againft whofe torrent while he iwims. 
The goUen fcnrf peels off his limbs : 
Fame fpreads the news, and people trard 
From far to gather golden gravely 
Midas, expos'd to all their jeers. 
Had lofl his arty and kept his ears. 

THIS tale incFmes the gentle reader 
To think upon a certain leader^y 
To whom, from Midas down, defcends 
That virtue in the fingers* ends. 
What elfe by perquifites are meant, 
3y penjions, bribes , and three per cent* 
By places and commljjions fold. 
And turning dupig itfelf to gold? 
By ftarving in the midft of ftore. 
As t'other Midas did before ? 

None e'er did modem Midas chufe, 
5ubje6l or patron of his Mufe, 
But found him thus their merit fcan. 
That Phoebus muft give place to Pan : 
He values not the poet's praife. 
Nor will exchange liis plumbs for bays* 
To Pan alone rich mifers call ; 
And there 's the jeft, for Pan is all. 
Here Englifh wits will be to feek, 
Hovve'er, Wis all one in the Greek, 

Befides, it plainly now appears 
Our Midas too hath ajjfes^ ears ; 
Where every fool his mouth applies. 
And whifpers in a thoufand lies : 

S» 
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Suck grofs deluiions could not pafs 
Through any ears but of an a/s. 

But goli/ defiles with frequent touch ; 
There 's nothing fouls the hand fo muck: 
And fcholars give it for the caufe 
Of Britifh Midas' dirty paws ; 
Which while ihe/enaie drove to fcour. 
They wafh'd away the chemic power. 

While he his utmoft ftrength apply'd. 
To fwim againft this popular tide. 
The golden fpoib flew off apace; 
Here fell a penfion, there a places 
The torrent mercilefs imbibes 
dommijjtonsy perquifites, and bribes, 
^y their own weight funk to the bottom ; 
Jiffuch good may do tbem that have caught *em f 
^nd Midas now neglected ilands^ 
"With aj/es* ears, and dirty bands. 

ISI EXCELLENT NEW SONG. 171X. 

BEING THE INTENDED SPEECH OF 

Ji FAMOUS ORATOR AGAINST PEACE*. 

^ N Orator di/mal of Notfingbamjbire, 
^\ Who has forty years let out his confcience to hire, 
>Ut of zeal for his country, and tuant of a place 9 
i come up, 'vi l£ armis, to break the ^ee/i*s peace. 

• The Lord Treafurer having hinted a wirti one evening that 
I ballad might be made on the Earl of Nottingham! this fong was 
i^ritten and printed the next morning. 

. Vol. XLIL G H^ 
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He has vamp'd an old fpeech; and the court, to their 

forrow. 
Shall hear him harangue againft Prior to-morrow. 
When once he begins, he never will iGnch, 
But repeats the fame note a whole day, like a Finch. 
I have heard all the fpeech repeated by Hoppy, 
And, " Miftakcs to prevent, I 've obtained a copy.** 

THE SPEECH, 

WHEREAS, nottvithftanding, I am in great pain* 
To hear we are making a peace without Spain ; 
But, moft noble Senators, *^ a great fhame. 
There fhould be a peace, while I 'm Not -in-game. 
The Duke fhew'd me all his fine houfe ; and the Duchefs 
From her clofet brought out a full purfe in her clutches. 
I talk'd of a peace, and they both gave a ftart ; 
His grace fwore by G — d, and her grace let a f— t : 
My long old'fajbion^ d pocket '^2l'& prefently cranim'd; 
And fooner than vote for a peace I '11 be damn'd. 

But fome will cry Turn-coat y and rip up old ftories* 
How I always pretended to be for the Tories. 
I anfwer; the Tories were in my good graces* 
Till all my relations were put mxo places : 
But (till I 'm in principle ever the fame. 
And will quits my beft friends, while I 'm Not'tn-gmne* 

When I and fome others fubfcribed our names 
To a plot for expelling my mafter King James ; 
I withdrew my fubfcription by help of a blot. 
And fo might difcover or gam by the pbt : 

I had 
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I had mjT advantage^ and flood at defiance^ 
JFor Daniel was got from the den of the lions: 
I came in without danger, and was I to blame ? 
For, rather than hang, I would be Not-in-game. 

I {wore to the Queen, that the Prince of Hanover 
During her facred life would never come over : 
1 made ufe of a frofe ; that " an heir to invite, 
■** Was like keeping her monument always in fight. *• 
Bat, when I thought proper, I adter'd my note ; 
And in her own hearing I boldly did vote. 
That her MajeJfty flood in great need of a Tutor, 
And mufl have an oi^ or sl young Coadjutor : 
For why ; I would fain have put all in a flame, 
Becaufe, for fome reafons, I was Not-in-game. 

Now my new benefaSors have brought me about ^ 
And I 'U vote againfl Peace, luiih Spain, or ^without. 
Though the Court gives my nephews, and brothers^ 

wod cwfins^ 
-And all my whole family, places by dokciu; 
Yet, fincc I know where 2LfuiUpur/e may be found. 
And hardly pay cighteen-pence tax in the pound; 
Since the Tories have thus difappointed my hopes. 
And will neither regard telj figures nor tropes \ 
I ^Jpeecb againfl peace while Difmal 's my name. 
And be a true Whig, while I am Not-in-game. 
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THE WINDSOR PROPHECY*. 171 1. 

WHEN a holy black S<wfi/e, the/on ofSob\y 
With 2L/aintX at lus chin, and z/eall at his fob. 
Shall not fee one §New-year's-day in that year. 
Then let old England/ make good chear: 
fVM/orW and Brifio<w\\ then fhall be 
Join'd together in the Lo-wcounfree\\. 
Then fhall the tall black Daventry Bird*^ 
Speak againfl peace right many a word ; 
And fome fhall admire his conying wit. 
For many good groats lus tongue fhall flit. 
But, fpight of the Harpy that craiuU on all four ^ 
There fhall be peace, pardie, and war no more. 

• It Is faid that Queen Anne had nominated Dr. Swift to an 
En^iih biflioprtck; which was oppofed by Dr. Sharp, archbifliop 
of York, and the duchefs of Somerfet, who had prevailed on his 
grace to go with her to the queen to lay afide the nomination* 
which her Maje/ly refufed; but, the duchefs falling on her 
knees, and fhewing the above prophecy to her Majefty, the 
bi/hoprick was given to another. Sec p. ico. 

•f Dr. John Robinfon, biihop ol Briftol, one of the plenipo* 
tentiaries at Utrecht. 

J He was deafl of Windfor, and lord privy-feal. 

^ The New Style {which was not ufed in Great-Britain and 
Ireland till 1752) was then ohferved in moft parts of Europe. 
The biihop fet out from England the latter end of December, 
O. S. ; and, on his arrival at Utrecht, by the variation of the 
flyle, he found January fomewhat advanced. 

II Alluding to the deanery and biihoprlck being poflefled by 
the fame perfon, then at Utrecht. 

♦♦ Earl of Nettingham. 

But 
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Bat Englond mu(l cry alack and well-a-day^ 

If they^iViJ be taken from the deadfea. 

Andy dear Englond, if aught I underilond> 

Beware o£ Carrots* tvom Nortbumherlond. 

Carrots fown Thynne\ a deep root may get. 

If fo be they are in Sojner/ei : 

Their iConyngs mark thou; for I have been told. 

They ajfaffine when young, and poifon when old. 

Root out thefe Carrots, O thou§, whofe name 

Is backwards and forwards always the fame; 

And keep clofe to the« always that name. 

Which backwards and forwards || is almofl the fame. 

And, Englond, wouldft thou be happy flill. 

Bury thofe Carrots under a Hill**. 

EPIGRAM EXTEMPORE, BY DR, SWIFTt+- 

ON Britain Europe's fafety lies ; 
Britain is loll if Harley dies : 
Harley depends upon your Ikill ; * 

Think what you fave, or what you kilL 

♦ The duchefs of Somerfct. 

•f- Thomas Thynnc, of Longjeate, cfq; a gentleman of very 
great e(hite, mirried the above lady after the death of her firfl 
hufband, Henry Cavendiih earl of Ogle, only fon to Henry dtikc 
of Newcadle, to whom ihe had been betrothed in her infancy •■ 

% Count Koningfmark* 

§ Anna. 

I Masham. 

•♦ Lady Mafliam*8 maiden name was Hill. 

t-l- Infcrlbed to the phyfician wIjo attended Mr. Harley whilft 
be lay wounded. See Journal to Stella, Ftb. 19, 1 7 1 1-12. N. 
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EPIGRAM. 1712, 

AS Thomas was cadgel'd one day by Ms wife. 
He took to the flreet, and fled for hisKfe : 
Tom's three deareft friends came by in the (quabble. 
And fav'd him at once from the flircw and the rabble f 
Then vcntur'd to give him fome fober advice — 
But Tom is a perfon of honour fo nice. 
Too wife to take counfel, too proud to take warning. 
That he fent to all three a challenge next morning : 
Three duels he fought, thrice ventured his life ; 
Went home, and was cudgel'd again by his wife» 



C O R I N N A, 1.712. 

THIS day (the year I dare not tell) 
Apollo play'd the midwife's part;. 
Into the world Corinna fell. 

And he endow'd her with his art. 

But Cupid with a Satyr comes: 

Both foftly to the craclle creep ; 
Both ftroke her hands, and rub her gums^ 

Wliile the poor cliild lay fall afleep. 

Then Cupid thus : This little maid. 
Of Love fhall always fpeak and write. 

And I pronounce (the Satyr faid) 
The world Ihall feel her fcratch and bite. 

Her 
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Her talent flic difplay'd betimes ; 

For in twice twelve revolving moons. 
She feem'd to laugh and fquall in rhymes* 

And all her geflures were lampoons. 
At fix years old the fubdc jade 

Stole to the pantry-door, and found 
The butler with my lady's maid: 

And you may fwear the talc went round. 
She made a fong, how little mifs 

Was kifs'd and flobber'd by a lad : 
And how, when mailer went to p— , 

Mifs came, and peep'd at all he had. 
At twelve a wit and a coquette; 

Marries for love, half whore, half wife; 
Cuckolds, elopes, and runs in debt; 

Turns authorefs, and is Curll's for life. 

TOLAND'S INVITATION to DISMAL, 
To dine with the Calves-head Club*. 

Imitated from Ho r a c e , lib. I, epift. 5 • 

IF, deareft Difmal, you for once can dine 
Upon a fingle difti, and tavern-wine, 
Toland to you this invitation fends. 
To eat the calves-head with your trufty friends. 

♦ This poem, and that which follows it, arc two of the ptnny 
papers mentioned in Swift's Journal to Stella, Aug. 7, 1712. 
They are here printed from folio copies iu the Lambeth Li« 
brary. Kt 
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Stfpend awhile your vain ambitious hopes> 
Leave hunUng after bribes, forget your tropes^ 
To-morrow we our myfticftajf prepare. 
Where thou, our lateft pro/elyte, (halt fhare : 
When we, by proper figns and fyrabols, tell. 
How, by hra've hands , the royal traitor fell ^ 
The meat fliall reprefent the tyrant's head. 
The wine his blood our predecej$rs (hed; 
WHlfl an alluding hyuMi fbme artifl fings. 
We toafl, " Confufion to the race of kings V 
At monarchy we nobly fhew our fpight. 
And talk ivkat fools call treafon all the nights 

Who, by difgraces or ill- fortune fiink. 
Feels not his foul enliven'd when he 's drunk ? 
Wine can clear up GodolpMn's cloudy face. 
And fill Jack Smith with hopes to keep his place :. 
By force of wine, ev'n Scarborough is brave, 
Hal grows more pert, and Somers not fo grave ; 
Wine can give Portland wit, and Cleveland fenfe," 
Montague learning, Bolton eloquence: 
Cholmondeley, when drunk, can never lofe his wand^ 
And Lincoln then imagines he has land. 

My province is, to fee that all be right, 
Glaffes and linen clean, and pewter bright f 
From our myfterious club to keep out fpies. 
And Tories (drefs'd like waiters) in difguife. 
You fhall be coupled as you belt approve,. 
Seated at table next the men you love. 
Sunderland, Orford, Boyle, and Richmond's Grace, 
Will come ; and Hampden fh^ have Walpole's place. 

Wharton, 
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Wharton, unlefs prevented by a whore. 
Will hardly fail ; and there is room for more* 
But I love elbow-room whene'er I drink; 
And honeft Harry* i^ too apt to ftink. 

Let no pretence of bufmefs make you ftay ; 
Yet take one word of counfel by the way. 
If Guernfey calls, fend word you *re gone abroad; 
He 'H teaze you with King Charles and Bifhop Laod> 
Or make you faft, and carry you to prayers : 
But, if he will break-in, and walk up Hairs, 
Steal by the back-door out, and leave him there ; 
Then order Squaih to call a hackney-chair. 

PEACE AND DUNKIRK: 

Being an excellent new Song upon the Surrencjer of 
Dunkirk to General Hill. 1712. 

To the Tune of *« The King fhall enjoy his own again." 

SPIGHT of Dutch friends and Englifh foes,. 
Poor Britain fhall have peace at laft : 
Holland got towns, and we got blows ; 
But Dunkirk *s ours, we '11 hold it faft: 
We have got it in a firing. 
And the Whigs may all go fwing, 
For among good friends I love to be plain; 
All their falfe deluded hopes 
Will or ought to end in ropes : 
But the ^een Jhall enjoy her otiun again. 

• Right Hon. Henry Boyle, mentioneJ twice before. 

IL S\xa« 
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II. 

Sunderland *s run oat of his wit8> 
And Difmal double-Difmal looks; 

Wharton can only fwear by fits. 
And (butting Hal is off the hgoks ; 
Old Godolplun full of fplccn 
Madey^^^ mo>ves, and loft his queen \ 

Harry look'd fierce, and fhook his ragged mane: 
But a Prmce of high renown 
Swore he 'd rather lofe a croujn,^ 

Than the ^een Jhould enjoy her own again • 

III. 
Our merchant-lhips may cut the Line^ 

And not be fhapt by privateers ; 
And commoners who love good wine. 
Will drink it now as well as peers : 
Landed-men fliall have their rent. 
Yet our flocks rife cent, per cent. 
The Dutch from hence ftiall no more millions dra 
We '11 bring on us no more debts. 
Nor with bankrupts fill Gazettes ; 
And the ^een Jhall enjoy her oivn again. 

IV. 
The towns we took ne'er did us good : 
What fignified the French to beat ? 
We fpent our money and our blood. 

To make the Dutchmen proud and great : 
But the Lord of Oxford fwears, 
Dunkirk never fhall be theirs. 
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The Dutch-hearted WHgs may rail and comply ; 

But true Englifhmen may fill 

A good health to General Hill; 
For the ^een no^w enjoys her own again^ 

H O R A C E, B O O K I. E P. yET, 
AddreiTed to the Earl of Oxford, 1713. 

HARLE Y, the nation's great fupport. 
Returning home one day from court, 
(His mind with public cares poiTefsM, 
All Europe's bufinefs in his breaft) 
Obferv'd a par/on near Whitehall J 

Cheapening did authors on a fbill. 
The prieft was pretty well in cafe. 
And fhevv'd fome humour in his face; 
Look'd with an eafy, careleis inien, 
A perfed ftranger to the fpleen; la 

Of fize that might a pulpit fill. 
But more inclining to fit flill. 
My Lord (who, if a man may fay *t. 
Loves mifchief better than his meat) 
Was now difpos'd to crack a jeft^ *i^ 

And bid friend Lewis* go in queft, 
(This Lewis b a cunning fliaver. 
And very much in Harley's favour) 
In quell who might this par/on be. 
What was his name, of what degree ; 20 

* £rafi&us Lewis, efq. the tieafarcr's fecretaiy. 

If 
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If pofliWe, to learn his ftory. 

And whether he were Whig or Tory* 

Lewis his patron's humour knows. 
Away upon his errand goes. 

And quickly did the matter lift ; 25 

Found out that it was Dodlor Swift, 
A clergyman of fpecial note 
For (hunning thofe of his own coat ; 
Which made his brethren of the gown 
Take care betimes to run him down : 50 

No libertine, nor over nice, 
Addided to no fort of vice. 
Went where he pleas'd, faid what he thonghti 
Not rich, but ow'd no man a groat : 
In ftate opinions a la mode, ^ 35 

He hated Wharton like a toad. 
Had given xki&faaion many a wound. 
And libel* d all xKq junto round ; 
Kept company with men of wit. 
Who often fathered what he writ : 40 

His works were hawk'd in every ftreet. 
But feldom rofe above a fheet : 
Of late indeed the paper-ftamp 
Did very much his genius cramp : 
And lincc he could not fpend his fire, 45 

He now intended to retire. 

Said Harley, " I deiire to know 
** From his own mouth if this be fo; 
*' Step to the Do6lor flrait, and fay, 
«* I 'd have him dine with me to-day,'* 50 

Swift 
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:Swift feem*d to wonder what he iheant. 

Nor would believe my Lord had fent; 

So never offer'd once to ftir; 

But coldly faid, ** Your fervant. Sir!" 

** Does he refufe me?" Harley cry*d; j^j. 

•' He does, with iofolence and pride." 

Some few days after, Harley fpies 
The Do£lor faften*d by the eyes 
At Charing-crofs among the rout. 
Where painted monfters are hung out: 66 

He puird the fh-ing, and flopt his- coach. 
Beckoning the Dodlor to approach. 

Swift, who could neither fly nor hide. 
Came iheaking to the chanot fide. 
And offer'd many a lame excufe : 65 

He never meant the leafl abufe — 
•* My Lord— the honour you defign'd— * 
" Extremely proud — but I had din'd-— 
" I 'm fure I never fhould negledl— 
'* No man alive has more refped— " 70 

** Well, I ihall think of that no more, 
•* If you '11 be fure to come at fuur.** 

The Doctor now obeys the fummons. 
Likes both his company and commons; 
Difplays his talent, fits till ten; 75 

Next day invited comes again; 
Soon grows domeftic, feldom fails 
Either at morning or at meals : 
Came early, and departed late ; 
In fhort, the gudgeon took the bait. Bo 
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My Lord would carry on the jeft. 

And down to Wlndfor takes his gneft. 

Swift mach admires the place and air> 

And longs to be a canon there ; 

In fummer round the park to ride ; Sj 

In winter, never to refide. 

A canon! that *s a place too mean; 

No Doftor, you fhall be a Dean ; 

Two dozen canons round your ftall. 

And you the tyrant o'er them all : 90 

You need but crofs the Irijhfeas^ 

To live in plenty, power, and eafe, 

.Poof Swift departs ; and, what is worfe. 

With borrowed money in his purfe. 

Travels at leaft an hundred leagues, ^[^ 

And fuiFers numberlefs fatigues. 

Suppofe him now a Dean complete. 
Demurely lolling in his feat; 
The filver verge, mth decent pride, 
"Stuck underneath his cufhion-fide : 160 

• Suppofe him gone through all vexations. 
Patents, inftalments, abjurations, 
Firft-fruits and tenths, and chapter-treats; 
Dues, payments, fees, demands, and cheats— 
i(The wicked laity's contriving i©5 

To hinder clergymen from thriving) . 
Now all the Doctor's money 's fpent, - 
His tenants wrong him in his rent; 
The farmers, fpitefuUy combined, 
/Force him to take his tithes in kbd ; 1 1« 

Ani 
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And Parvifol * difcounts arrears 
Ijy bills for taxes and repairs. 

Poor Swift, with all his lofles vex'd, 
T^ot icnowing where to turn him next. 
Above a thoufand pounds in debt, 115 

Takes horfe, and in a mighty fret 
Rides day and night at fuch a rate» 
He foon arrives at Hariey's gate ; 
But was fo dirty, pale, and thin. 
Old Rcadf would hardly let him in. 129 

Said Harley, ** Welcome, Reverend Dean I 
" What makes your worfhip look fo lean? 
" Why, fiire you won't appear in town 
** In that old wig and jufty gown ? 
'* I doubt your heart is fet on pelf 125 

" So much, that you negleft yourfelf. 
•* What ! I fuppofe, now flocks are high, 
" You 've fome good purchafe in your eye ? 
•*' Or is your money out at ufe ?"— 

" Truce, good my Lord, I beg a truce!," t^m 
(The Do^r in a paiEon cry'd) 
** Your raillery is tnifappty'd; 
** Experience I have deariy bought; 
** You know I am not worth a groat: 
** But you refolv*d to have your jeH; t^f 

" And 'twas a My to contcft; 
** Then, fince you have now done your worfl;^ 
** Pray leave me where you found me firft.** 

* The Dcin*8 agent, a Frenchman. Swift* 
t The liord Treafarer's porter* 
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HORACE, BOOK II. SAT. VL 

I'VE often wifh'd that I had clear. 
For life, £x hundred pounds a-year, 
A handfome houfe to lodge a friend, 
A river at my garden's end, 
A terrace walk, and half a rood 
Of land fet out to plant a wood. 
Well, now I have all this and more, 
• I afk not to increafe my ftore; 

* But here a grievance feems to Ke, 

* All this is mine but till I die; 

« I can't but think 'twould found more clever, 
' To me and to my heirs for ever. 
« If I ne'er got or loft a groat, 

* By any trick, or any fault; 

' And if I pray by reafon's rules, 

* And not like forty other fools : 

' As thus, " Vouchfafe, oh gracious Maker ! 
>" To grant me this and t'other acre; 
** Or, if it be thy will and pleafure, 
" Dired my plow to find a treafure !" 
' But only what my ftation fits, 

* And to be kept in my right wits, 
/fiPreferve, Alnughty Providence ! 

^'* Juft what you gave me, competence: 

* An4 let me in thefe (hades compofe 

* Something in verfe as true as profe ; 

* Remov'd from all th' ambitious fcene, 

* Nor puiF'd by pride, nor funk by fpleen.* 
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In Ihort, I 'm perfedUy content, 
Xet me but. live on this fide Trent; 30 

Nor crofs the Channel twice a year. 
To fpend ^ months with ftatefmen here* 

I muft by all means come to town, 
*Tis for the fervice of the Crown, 
" Lewis, the Dean will be of ufe ; 35 

*' Send for him up, take no excufe.** 
The toil, the danger of the feas. 
Great Minifters ne'er think of thefe; 
Or let it coft five hundred pound. 
No matter where the money 's found, 4") 

It is but fo much more in debt. 
And- that they nei'cr confider'd yet. 

'* Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 
** Let my Lord know you 're come to town." 
I hurry me in hafte away, 45 

Not thinking it is levee-day; 
And find his honour in a pound, 
Hemm'd by a triple circle round, 
Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green: 
How fhould I Aruft myfelf between ? 50 

Some wag obferves me thus perplex'd. 
And, (milingt whifpers to the next, 
^' I thought the Dean had been too prou3« 
^* To juiUe here among the croud!" 
Another, in a furly fit, 55 

Tells me I liave more zeal than wit, 
*' So eager to exprefs your love, 
•** You ne'er confider whom you (hove. 

Vol. XLIL H « But 
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** But rudely prefs before a duke." 
I own, I 'm pleas'd with this rebuke^ 
And take it kindly meant, to fhow 
What I defire the world fhould know. 

I get a whifper, and withdraw; 
When twenty fools I never faw 

'Come with petidons fairly penn'd, 
Defiring I would ftand their friend. 
This humbly offers me his cafe— 
That begs my intereft for a place— 
A hundred other men's affairs. 
Like bees, are humming in my ears. 
** To-morrow my appeal comes on; 

• ** Without your help, the caufc is gone — " 
The duke expe6b my lord and you. 
About fome great affair, at two— 
** Put my lord Bolingbroke in mind, 
*' To get my warrant quickly fign'd : 
" Confider, 'tis my firft requeft.**— 
Be fatisfy'd, I '11 do my befJ. 
Then prefently he falls to teaze, 
•* You may for cert£n, if you pleafe; 
'* I doubt not, if his lordlhip knew— 
*' And, Mr. Dean, one word from you—** 
*Tis (let me fee) three years and more, 
(Oftober next it will be four) 
Since Harley bid me iirH attend. 
And chofe me for an humble friend; 
Would take me in his coach to chat. 
And queftion me of this and that; 
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As, *' What 's o'clock?" And, "How^s the wind?" 

*' Whofe chariot 's that wc left bchiiad ?" 90 

Or gravely txy to read the lines 

Writ underneath the country figns^ 

Or, " Have you nothing new to-day 

*' From Pope, from Pamell, or firom Gay ?** 

Such tattle often entertains 95 

My lord and me as ftir as Staines, 

As once a week we travel down 

To Wlndfor, and again to town. 

Where all that pafTes inter nos 

Might be proclaimed at Charing- crofs. 100 

Yet fome I know with envy fwell, 
Becaufethey fee me us'd fo wdl; 
** How think you of our fr end the Dean? 
** I wonder what fome people mean ? 
" My lord and he are grown fo great, 105 

" Always together, tete a tete; 
'* What ! they admire him for his jokes ? -^ 
" See but the fortune of fome folks !" 

There flies about a fbrange report 
Of fome exprefs arriv'd at court: wo 

I 'm ftopp*d by all the fools I meet. 
And catechis*d in every ftreet. 
** You, Mr. Dean, fi-equent the great; 
" Inform usj, will the Emperor treat? 
" Or do the prints and papers lie ? 115 

Fsuth, Sir, you know as much as I. 
** Ah, Do6tor, how you love to jell ! 
** 'Tis now no fccret" — ^I proteft 

H2 'TU 
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"lis one to me — " Then tell us, pray, 

*' When are the troops to have their payi" 120 

And, though I folemnly declare 

I know no more than my lord mayor. 

They ftand amaz'd, and think me grown 

The clofcft mortal ever known. 

Thus in a Tea of foMy toft, 125 

My choiceft hours of life are loft; 
Yet always wiihing to retreat, 
•Oh, could I fee my country feat ! 
There leaning near a gentle brook. 
Sleep, or perufe fome ancient book; 130 

And there in fweet oblivion drown 
Thofe cares that haunt the court and town*. 



THE AUTHOR UPON HIMSELF, 1715. 
[A few ofthefirft lints are nuanting,^ 



By an old — purfued 
A crazy prelatcf, and a royal prudej ; 
By dull divines, who look with envious eyes 
On every genius that attempts to rife ; 
And, pauiing o'er a pipe with doubtfiil nod* 
Give hints that poets ne'er believe in God : 

* See the reft of this fatire among Pope^s Poems« 
^ Dr. Sharp, archbiihop of York* 
X Q{.Annc* 

• So 
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So clowns on fcholars as on wizards loolc^ 
And take a foHo for a conjuring book. 

Swift had the fin of wit^ no venial crime; 
Nay, 'tis affirmed, he fometiraes dealt in rhyme : 
Humour and mirth had place in all he writ ; 
He reconcil'd divinity and wit; 
He mov'd,andbow'd, and talk'd, with too much grace; 
Nor (hew'd the par/on in his gait or face ;• 
Defpis'd luxurious wines and coflly meat. 
Yet flill was at the tables of the great ; 
Frequented lords, y&w tbofi tbatfa^ju the ^een^ 
At Child's * or Truby's* never once had been ; 
Where town and country vicars flock in tribes, 
Secur'd by numbers from the laymen's gibes„ 
And deal in vices of the graver fort. 
Tobacco, cenfure, coffee, pride, and port. 

But, after fage monitions fronvhis friends,, 
His talents to employ for nobler ends r 
To better judgements willing to fubmit. 
He turns to politicks his dangerous wit. 

And now, the public mtereft to fupport. 
By Harley Swift invited comes to courts 
In favour grows with minifters of ftate; 
Admitted private, when fuperiors wait : 
And Harleyr not afham'd his choice to own,. 
Takes him to Windfor in his coach alone. 
At Windfor Swift no fooner can appear. 
But St. John comes and. whifpers in his ear: 

• Coffee«boufes much frequented by the Clergy- 

H 3. tte 
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The waiters ftand in ranks; the yeomen ay. 
Make room, as if a duke were paffing by. 

Now Finch* alarms the Lords : he hears for certain 
This dangerous prieft is got behind the cmtaixu 
Finch^ fan^'d for tedious elocadonj profves 
That Swift oils many a fpring which Harley moTes. 
Walpole and Aiflabief ^ to clear the doubts 
Inform the ComilfGns, that the fecret '« OQt: 
" A ccrtdn do^or is obferv*d of late 
" To haunt a certain minifler of ftatc; 
'^ From whence with half an eye we may difoover 
'^ The peace is made, and Perkin muft come o?cr.'^ 

York is from Lambeth fent, to (hew the Qoeei^ 
A dangerous treatifet writ againft the ipleen; 
Wluch, by the ftylc, the matter, and the drift, 
*Tis thought could be the work of none but Swifk. 
Poor York i the harmlefs tool of others' hate ; 
He fues for pardon||, and repents too late. 

Now, angry SomcHet§ her vengeance vows 
On Swift's reproaches for her * • • • * 
From her red locks her mouth with venom fills; 
And thence into the royal ear inftills. 
The Queen mcens'd, his fervices forgot. 
Leaves him a vidim to the vengeful Scoter. 

• The Earl of Nottingham. See above, p. 83. 

\ They both fpoke agalnll him in the Houfe of Commons. 

X Tale of a Tub. 

D He fenta mefTage to afk Swift^s pardon* 

^ See the Windfor Prophecy, p. S4. 

f The Duke of Argyll. 

Now 



THE AUTHOR UPON HIMSELF, xoj 

Now through the reahn a proclamation (pread» 
To fix a price on his devoted head*. 
While innocent, he fcoms ignoble flight; 
His watchful friends preferve him by a Height. 

By Barley's favour once again he fhines; 
Is now carefs'd by candidate divines, 
Who change opinions with the changing fcene : 
Lord ! how were they miftaken in the Dean ! 
NowDelawarrf again familiar grows, 
And in Swift's car thrufts half lus powder'd nofe. 
The Scotdfli nation, whom he durft offend, 
Ag^ apply that Swift would be their friendj. 

By faction tir'd, with grief he waits awhile, 
ffis great contending friends to reconcile. 
Performs what fiiendfhip, jufHce, truth, require: 
What could he more, but decently retire ? 



THE FAGGOT. 

Written when the Miniftry were at variance. 17«3« 

OBSERVE the dying father fpeak: 
Try, lads, can you this bundle break? 
Then bids the youngeft of the fix 
Take up a well-bound heap of fHcks. 

• For writing «* The Public Spirit of Whigs," 
f Then lord tii afurer of the houfehcld, who CMtiouily a?ofded 
Swift whilil the procLmation was impending. 
\ Ht was vlficed by the Icottilh lords more than ever* 

H4 They 
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They diought it was an old man's maggot;; 
And ftrove by turns to break the faggot: 
In vain ; the complicated wands 
Were much too fbong for all their hands*. 
See^ faid the fire, how foon* 'tis done ; 
Then took and broke them one by one. 
So ftrong you *11 be, in friendlhip ty'd;- 
So quickly broke, if you divide- 
Keep clofe then, boys, and never quarrel :* 
Here ends the fable and the moral. 

This tale may be apply'd in few words > 
To treafurers, comptrollers, Rewards; 
And others who in folemn fort 
Appear with flender wands at court; 
Not firmly join'd to keep dieir ground^. 
But lafhing one another round: 
While wife men think they ought to fight • 
With quarter.-ftaffs^ inflead ofiv^ite; 
Or conftable with ^^ of peace 
Should come and make the clattering ceafe,- 
Which now difturbs the Queen and court. 
And gives the Whigs and rabble fport. 

In hillory we never found 
The Confuls' Fafces were unbound : 
Thofe Romaiis were too wife to think on *t>. 
Except to la(h fome grand delinquent. 
How would they blufh to hear it faid. 
The Praetor broke the Confiil's head ! 
Or Conful, in his purple gown. 
Came up, and knock'd th« Praetor down I 



Coi 



THE FAGGOT. ,05 

Come, Courtiers : every man his (tick ! 
Lord Treafurer, for once be quick : 
And, that they may the dofer cling. 
Take your blue ribbon for a fhing. 
Come, trimming Harcourt*, bring your mace; 
And fqueeze it in, or quit your place : 
Difpatch, or elfe that rafc^ Northeyf 
Will undertake to do it for thee : 
And, be aflur'd, the Court will find him* 
Prepared to leap o*er flicks , or bind 'em. 

To make the bundle flrong and fafe,. 
Great Ormond, lend thy General's (laflT: 
And, if the Crofier could be cranmi'd in, 
A fig for Lechmere, King, and Hambden X 
You '11 then defy the fbongeft Whig 
With both his hands to bend a twig; 
Though with united ftrength they all pulT, 
Prom Somers down to Craggs and Walpolc. 

CATULLUS DE LESBIAv 

L£ S B I A for ever on me rails. 
To talk of me (he never fails. 
Now, hang me but for all her art, 
I find, that I have gain'd her heart. 
My proof is thus : I plainly fee. 
The cafe is jufl the fame with me; 
I curfe her every hour fincerely. 
Yet, hang me but I love her dearly.. 

• Lord Chaocelbr. 

f Sir Edward Northcy,. Attorncy-Gcneral. 
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EPIGRAM. From the French^ 

WHO can believe with common fenfe, 
A bacon-flice gives God offence; 
Or^ how a herring hath a charm 
Almi^ty vengeance to difarm ? 
Wrapt up in Majefty divine. 
Does he regard on what we dine ? 

On a CURATE'S Complaint of Hard Duty. 

IMARCH'D three miles through fcorching fitiid^ 
With zeal in hearty and notes in hand; 
I rode four more to Great St.Mary, 
Ufing four legs, when two were weary r 
To three fair virgins I did tie men. 
In the clofe bands of pleafing Hymen : 
I dipp'd two babes in holy water. 
And purify'd their mother after. 
Within an hour and eke a half, 
I preach'd three congregations deaf; 
Where thundering out, with lungs long-winded, * 
I chopp'd fo faft, tliat few there minded. 
My emblem, the laborious fun, ^ 

Saw all thefe mighty labours done > 

Before one race of his was run. 3 

All this performed by Robert Hewit : 
What mortal elfe could e'er go through it ! 

• Written extempore by a gentleman who was reproved by 
ibme of his compaaioos for eating e^gs and bacon on a fafl-day. 

KTvafe 
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A True and Faithful Inventort of the Goods 
belonging to Dr. SWIFT, Vicar of Laracor; 

Vpoo lending his Houfe to the BiHinp of Meath^ till his Palace 
was iT»built* 

AN oaken, broken elbow-chair; 
A cawdle-cup, without an ear; 
A batter'd, IhatterM alh bedftead; 
A box of deal, without a lid ; 
A pair of tongs, b«t out of joint; 
A back-fword poker, without point; 
A pot that 's crack'd acrofs, around 
\^th an old knotted garter bound; 
An iron lock, without a key; 
A wig, with hanging quite grown grey; 
A curtain worn to half a ftripe ; 
A pair of bellows, without pipe ; 
A difh which might good meat afibrd once; 
An Ovid, and an old Concordance ; 
A bottle-bottom, wooden platter. 
One is for meal, and one for water : 
There likewife is a copper fkillct. 
Which runs as faft out as you fill it; 
A candleltick, fnufF-difh, and fave-all : 
And thus his houfhold-goods you have all* 
Thefe to your Lordfhip as a friend. 
Till you have bmlt, I freely lend : 
They '11 ferve your Lordfhip for a fhift; 
Why not, as well as DoAor Swift? 

CADE^ 
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CADENUS AND VANESSA*. 
Written at Windfor, 1 7 1 3 . 

THE (hepherds and the nymphs were feen 
Pleading before the Cyprian Queen, 
The counfel for the fair began, 
Accufing the falfe creature man. 
The brief with weighty crimes was charg'd, 5 

On which the pleader much enlarged; 
That Cupid now has loft his art. 
Or blunts the point of every dart;— 
His altar now no longer fmokes. 
His mother's aid no youth invokes : >o> 

This tempts freethinkers to refine. 
And bring in doubt their powers divine ;. 
Now love is dwindled to intrigue. 
And marriage grown a money-league. 
Which crimes aforefaid C<with her leave) 15 

Were (as he humbly did conceive) 
Againft our fovereign lady's peace, 
Againft the ftatute in that cafe, 
Againft her digjaity and crown : 
Then pray'd an anfwer, and fat down. 20 

The nymphs with fcorn beheld their foes : 
When the defendant's counfel rofe, 

• Founded on an offer of marriage made by Mifs Vanhomrigh 
to Dr. Swift, who was occafionally her preceptor. The lady's 
unhappy fiory is well known. 

And, 
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And, what no lawyer ever lack'd, 

With impudence own'd all the fadl; 

But, what the gentleft heart would vex, 25 

Laid aU the fault on t'other fex. 

That modem love is no fuch thing 

As wliat thofe ancient poets fing ; 

A fire celefbal, chafte, refin'd, 

Conceiv'd and Idndled in the mind ; 30 

Which, having found an equal flame. 

Unites, and both become the fame. 

In difierent breafls together bum. 

Together both to afhes turn. 

But women now feel no fuch fire, 35 

And only know the grofs defire. 

Their pafiions move in lower fpheres. 

Where'er caprice or folly fteers. 

A dog, a parmt, or an ape. 

Or (bme worie brute in human fhape, 40 

Ingrofs the fandes of the fair. 

The few foft jnoments they can fpare. 

From vifits to receive and pay ; 

From fcandal, politicks, and play; 

From fans, and flounces, and brocades, 45 

From equipage and park-parades. 

From all the thoufand female toys. 

From every trifle that employs 

The out or infide of their heads, 

Between their toilets and their beds. 56 

In a dull ifaream, which moving flow, 
Yjou hardly fee the current flow; 

If 
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If a finall breeze obftrad the cooife. 

It whirls about^ for want of force. 

And in its narrow circle gathers j;^ 

Nothing but chafF> and ftraws, and feathers. 

The current of a female mind 

Stops thus^ and turns with every wind; 

Thus whirling round together draws 

I^ools, fops> and rakes, for chafFand flraws. 60 

Hence we conclude, no women's hearts 

Are won by virtue, wit, and parts : 

Nor are the men of fcnfe to blame. 

For breafts incapable of flame; 

The fault muft on the nymphs be plac'd, 65 

Grown fo corrupted in their tafte. 

The pleader, having Ipoke his bef^. 
Had witnefs ready to attcft. 
Who fairly could on oath depofe. 
When queftkms on the fa£l arofe, ^^ 

That every article was true; 
. Nor further theft deponents knenjj .•— 
Therefore he humbly would iniift. 
The bill might be with cofts ^mifs*d. 
The caufe appeared of fo much weight, 75 

That Venus, from her judgement-feat, 
Deiir'd them not to talk fo loud, 
Elfe (he muft interpofe a cloud: 
For, if the heavenly folk fliould know 
Thefe pleadings in the courts below ^ So 

That mortals here difdain to love. 
She ne'er could fhew her ^e sdxjve; 

For 
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For gods, their betters, are too wife 

To value that which men defjrife. 

And then, faid (he, my fon and I 85 

Muft ftroU in jur, 'twixt land and Iky; 

Or elfe, ihut out firom heaven and earth. 

Fly to the fea, my place of birth ; 

There live, with daggled mermaids pent. 

And keep on fifh perpetual Lent. 90 

But, fince the cafe appeared fo nice. 
She thought it beft to take advice. 
The Mufes, by their King's pcrmiffion. 
Though foes to love, attend the feflion. 
And on the right hand took their places 95 

In order; on the left, the Graces: 
To whom (he might her doubts propofe 
On all emergencies that rofe. 
The Mufes oft* were fecn to frown; 
The Graces half-afliam'd look down; 100 

And 'twas obfcrv'd, there were but few 
Of either fex among the crew. 
Whom (he or her afie(rors knew. 
The goddefs ibon began to fee. 
Things were not ripe for a decree ; 105 

And (aid (he muft confult her books. 
The lovers^ Fletas, Bradons, Cokes. 
Firft to a dapper clerk (he beckon'd. 
To turn to Ovid, book the fecond; 
She then referr'd them to a place 1 10 

Jn Virgil (vidi Dido's cafe) : 



} 
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As for Tibullus's reports. 

They never pafs'd for law in courts : 

For Cowley's briefs, and pleas of Waller, 

•Still their authority was fmaller. n$ 

There was on both fides much to fay^ 
•She 'd hear the caufe another day. 
And fo fhe did; and then a third 
She heard it — there (he kept her word : 
But, with rejoinders or replies, X30 

Long bills, and anfwers ftuff 'd with lies. 
Demur, imparlance, and efToign, 
The parties nc*er could iflue join : 
For fixteen years the caufe was fpun. 
And then flood where it fir ft begun. 125 

Now, gentle Clio, fing or fay. 
What Venus meant by this delay. 
"The goddefs, much perplex'd in mind 
To fee her empire thus dedin'd. 
When firil this grand debate arofe, 430 

Above her wifdom to compofe. 
Conceived a projed in her head 
To work her ends ; which, if it fped. 
Would fhew the merits of the caufe 
Far better than confulting laws. ijj 

In a glad hour Lucina's aid 
Produc'd on earth a wondrous maid. 
On whom the Queen of Love was bent 
To try a new experiment. 

She threw her law-books on the fhel^ J4t 

And ^us debated with herfelf. 

Since 
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Since men alledge, they ne'er can find 
Thofe beaudes in a female mind. 
Which raife a flame that will endure 
JFor ever uncorrupt and pure ; 145 

If 'tis with reafott they complain. 
This infant (hall reftore my reign. 
I '11 fearch where every virtue dwells. 
From courts inclusive down to cells : 
What preachers talk, or fages write; 150 

Thefe I will gather and unite. 
And reprefent them to mankind 
Colleded in that infant's mind. 

This faid, fhe plucks in heaven's high bowers 
A fprig of amaranthine flowers, 155 

In netor thrice infufes bays. 
Three times refin*d in Titan's rays ; 
Then calls the Graces to her aid. 
And fpruikles thrice the new-bom maid : 
From whence the tender fkin affumes 160 

A fweetnefs above all perfumes : 
From whence a cleanlinefs remains. 
Incapable of outward Hains : 
From whence that decency of mind. 
So lovely in the female kind, 165 

Where not one carelefs thought intrudes, 
Lefs modeft than the fpeech of prudes ; 
Where never bluili was call'd in aid. 
That fpurious virtue in a maid, 
A virtue but at fecond-hand ; 1 70 

They blufli, becaufe they underftand* 
Vol. XLII. I TK^ 
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The Graces next would ad their part. 
And fhew'd but little of their art; 
Their work was half already done. 
The child with nativ^e beauty (hone ; 
The outward form no help requir'd : 
£ach« breathing on her thrice, ii^ir'd 
That gentle, foft, engaging air. 
Which in old times adom'd the fair : 
And {aid, " VaneiTa be the name 
" By which thou ibalt be known to hxne^ 
" Vaneffa, by the gods inroU'd: 
^' Her name on earth ihall not be told." 

But ftill the work was not complete; 
When Venus thought on a deceit. 
Drawn by her doves, away ihe Skts, 
And finds out Pallas in the fides. 
Dear Pallas, I have been this mom 
To fee a lovely inBmt bom; 
A boy in yonder iile below. 
So like my own without his bow. 
By beauty could your heart be won. 
You 'd fwear it is Apollo's icm : 
But it fhall ne'er be faid, a child 
So hopeful has by me been fpoil'd; 
I have enough befides to fpare. 
And give him wholly to your care. 

Wifdom *s above fufpeding wiles : 
The Queen of Learning gravely fmiles, 
Down from Olympus comes with joy, 
MiAakes Vanefia for a boy; 
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Then fows within her tender mind 

Seeds long unknown to womankind; 

For manly %ofoms chiefly fit. 

The feeds of knowledge, judgement^ wit, 205 

Her (bul was fuddenly endued 

With juftice, truth, and fortitude; 

With honour, which no iireath can ftain« 

Which malice muil attack in vain ; 

With open heart and bounteous hand. 210 

But Pallas here was at a ftand; 

She knew, in our degenerate days. 

Bare virtue could not live on praife; 

That meat muft be with money bought: 

She therefore, upon fecond thought, 215 

Infus'd, yet as it were by ftealth, 

Some imall regard for date uid wealth; 

Of which, as ihc grew up, there ftaid 

A tinftuie in the prudent maid : 

She manag'd her efbite with care, 220 

Yet lik'd three footmen to her chair. 

But, left he fhould negled his fludies 

Like a young heir, the thrifty goddefs 

(For fear young mafter fhould be fpoil*d) 

Would ufe him like a younger child; 22 j 

And, after long computing, found 

Twould come to juft five thoufand pound. 

The Queen of Love was pleas'd, and proud. 
To fee Vaneffa thus endowed : 
•She doubted not but fuch a dame 230 

Through every breafl would dart a flame; 

1 2 "^\w*X 
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That every rich 'and lordly fwain 
With pride would drag about her chain ; 
That fcholars would forfake their books^ 
-To ftudy bright Vanefla's looks; yj^ 

As fhe advanced, that womankind 
Would by her model form their mind. 
And all their condud would be try*d 
By her, as an unerring guide; 
-.Offending daughters oft' would hear 140 

Vaneffa's praife rung in their ear : 
Mifs Betty, when fhe does a fault. 
Lets fdUl her knife, or fpills the fait. 
Will thus be by her mother chid, 
" *Tis what Vaneffa never did 1" 
Thus by the nymphs and fwains ador'd. 
My power fliall be again reftor'd. 
And happy lovers blefs my reign- 
So Venus hop'd, but hop'd in vain. 

For when in time the Martial Maid ^50 

Found out the trick that Venus play'd. 
She (hakes her helm, fhe knits her brows. 
And, fir'd with indignation, vows. 
To-morrow, ere the fetting fun. 
She 'd aU undo that (he had done. 255 

But in the poets we may find 
A wholefome law, time out of mind. 
Had been confirmed by Fate's decree. 
That gods, of whatfoe'er degree, 
Refume not what themfelves have given, 260 

Or any brother-god in heaven; 

Which 
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Which keeps the peace among the gods,' 

Or they muft always be at odds : 

And Pallas, if Ihe broke the laws, 

Muft yield her foe the ftronger caufe; 265 

A fliame to one fo much ador'd 

For wifdom at Jove's council-board: 

Befiles, fhe fear'd theQ^ieen of Love • 

Would meet with better friends above. 

Atid though fhe muft with grief refledl, 270 

To fee a mortal virgin deck'd 

With graces hitherto unknown 

To female breafts, except her own ; 

Yet fhe would ad as beft became 

Agoddefs of unfpotted fa ne. 275 

She knew, by augury divine, 

Venus would fail in her defign : 

She ftudy'd well die point, and found 

Her foe's conclufions were not found. 

From premifes erroneous brought ; 280 

And therefore the dedudlion 's nought. 

And mull have contrary effcfls 

To what her treacherous foo expe^fli:. 

In proper feafon Pallas meets 
The Queen of Love, whom thus flie greets 285 

(For gods, we are by Homer told. 
Can in celeltial language fcold) : 
Perfidious goddcfs ! but in vain 
You form'd this projedl in your brain; 
A projedl for thy talents f.t, 2;;o 

With much deceit and little mt. 

I 3 Ti\^xi. 
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Thou haft> as thou (halt qiucklf fee, 

Deceiv'd thyfelf^ inftead of me : 

For how can heavenly wifdom prore 

An infbniment to earthly love ? 29} 

Know'ft thou not yet, that men commence 

Thy votaries, for want of fenfe ? 

Nor Ihall Vanefla be the theme 

To manage thy abortive fcheme : 

She 'II prove the greateft of thy foes j 300 

And yet I fcorn to interpofe. 

But, ufing neither (kill nor force^ 

Leave all things to their natural courfe. 

The goddefs thus pronounc'd her doom; 
When lo I Vanefla in her bloom 305 

Advanc'd, like Atalanta's ftar. 
But rarely feen, and feen from far : 
In a new world with caution ftept, 
Watch'd all the company fhe kept. 
Well knowing, from the books fhe read, 310 

What dangerous paths young virgins tread i 
Would feldom at the Park appear. 
Nor faw the play-houfe twice a year 5 
Yet, not incurious, was inclined 
To know the converfe of mankind. 

Firft iflued from perfumers' fhops, 
A croud of faftiionable fops : 
They afk'd her, how fhe lik'd the play; 
Then told the tattle of the day ; 
A duel fought laft night at two, 320 

About a lady — you know who; . . 

Mention^ 



3^5 



C ADEN US ANP VANESSA, aif 

Mentioned a new Italian come 

Either from Mufcovy or Rome ; 

Gave lunts of who and who 's together; 

Then fell a talking of the weather; 325 

Laft night was fo extremely fine. 

The ladies walk'd till after nine ; 

Then, in foft voice and fpeech abf\ird> 

With nonfenfe every fecond word. 

With fuftian from exploded plays, 330 

They celebrate her beauty's praife; 

Run o'er their cant of ilupid lies. 

And tell the murders of her eyes. 

With filent fcorn Vanefla fat. 
Scarce liftening to their idle chat; 335 

Further than fometimes by a frown. 
When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At laft (he fpitefully was bent 
To try their wifdom's full extent ; 
And faid (he valued nothing lefs 343 

Than titles, figure, fhape and drefs ; 
That merit fhould be chiefly plac'd 
In judgement, knowledge, wit, and tafte; 
And thefe (he, ofler'd to difpute, 
Alcns diftinguifli'd man from brute : 34 ^ 

That prefent times have no pretence 
To 'virtue y in the noble fenfe 
By Greeks and Romans underftood. 
To perilh for our country's good. 
She nam'd the ancient heroes round, 350 

Explained for what they were renown'd; 

1 4 Tkctx 
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Then fpoke with cenfure or applaufc 
Of foreign cuftoms, rites, and laws ; 
Through nature and through art ilie rang'd. 
And gracefully her fubjcft chang'd ; 35; 

In vain ! her hearers had no ihare 
In all Ihe fpoke, except to flare. 
Their judgement was, upon the wl.ole, 
—That lady is the dulled foul !— 
Then tipt their forehead in a jeer, y6o 

As who fhould fay — She wants it here ! 
She may be handfome, young, and rich. 
But none will bum her for a witch 1 
A party next of glittering dames. 
From round the purlieus of St. James, 365 

Came early, out of pure good-will. 
To fee the girl in difhabille. 
Their clamour, 'lighting from their chairs. 
Grew louder all the way up (lairs ; 
• At e; -trance loudell, where they found ^70 

The room with volumes iitter'd round. 
Vancfia licld Montaigne, and read, 
VVhilll Mrs. SuHin comb'd her head, 
Tliey crJrd for tea and chocolate. 
And fell into tlieir ufaal chat, 375 

Difcourfing, with important face, 
0.1 ribbons, fans, and gloves, and lace; 
8Ii.rvV*d patterns jull from India brought, 
.And gravely afk*d her what ihc thought. 
Whether the red or green were bcft, 380 

And what they cofl? Vaneffa guefs'd. 

As 
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As came into her fancy firft; 

Nam'd half the rates, and lik'd the worft. 

To fcandal next — What awkward thing 

Was that laft Sunday in the ring ? ^5 

I 'm forry Mopfa breaks fo faft; 

I faid, her face would never lalh 

Corinna, with that youthful air^ 

Is thirty, and a bit to fpare : 

Her fondnefs for a certain Earl 390 

Began when I was but a girl ! 

Phillis, who but a month ago 

Was marry'd to the Tunbridge-beau, 

I faw coquetting t'other night 

In public with that odious knight ! 3-95 

They railly'd next Vaneffa's drefs : 
That gown was made for old Queen Befs. 
Dear Madam, let me fee your head : 
Don't you intend to put on red ? 
A petticoat without a hoop ! 400 

Sure, you are not alham'd to floop ! 
With handfome garters at your knees. 
No matter what a fellow fees. 

FilPd with difdain, with rage inflam'd. 
Both of herfelf and fex afham'd, 40J 

The nymph flood filent out of fpight. 
Nor would vouchfafe to fet them right. 
Away the fair detradlors went. 
And gave by turns their cenfures vent. 
She 's not fo handfome in my eyes : 4id( 

For wit, I wonder where it lies I 
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^Rg- *^ SBT sue ^'«Ms jbA dyt *s ihe aoft: 

Bg^auc^ jBBa^jg ii — M faii; 415 

5cKCf dlTMIT '9(3aC iiMI. .LUCC 3S aCSDHCCB 

I T ^marrrr.c*, nnr jczk Nancr 

Vs il itsr vsi. I «odt£ ssc jik 420 

Har ja£jn a m gi<u Ji:w r: isrr a jbsSL. 
Wf iex;;c''i te* i»n: ^ T«rr.-r isr tacs, 

"Wiush rwrr t^^l jc i:^'? yfars cud 

Cci 3^ ^ ixiL ^- ^ li liid. 425 

Tic r.*-, rr^ij: Tk;i^ 2: ve rjinV |!« ^sa 
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So ftars beyond a certain height 
Give mortals neither heat nor light. 

Yet fome of either fcx, endow'd 
With gifts fuperior to the croud> 44^ 

VTjth virtue, knowledge, tafte, and wit> 
She condefcended to admit : 
With pleaiing arts fhe could reduce 
Men's talents to their proper ufe ; 
And with addrefs each genius held 450 

To that wherein it moft excelled ; 
Thus, making others' wifdom known. 
Could pleafe them, and improve her own. 
A modeft youth faid fomething new ; 
She plac'd it in the ftrongeft view* 455 

AH humble worth fhe ftrove to raife ; 
Would not be prais'd, yet lov'd to praife* 
The learned met with free appro3ch> 
Although they came not in a coach : 
Some clergy too (he would allow, 460 

Nor quarrePd at their awkward bow; 
But this was for Cadenus' fake, 
A gownman of a different make ; 
Whom Pallas, once Vancfla's tutor. 
Had fix* d on for her coadjutor. 465 

But Cupid, full of mifchief, longs 
To vindicate his mother's wrongs. 
On Pallas all attempts are vain : 
One way he knows to give her pain ; 
Vows on Vanefla's heart to take 470 

Due vengeance, for her patron's fake. 

T\\afe 
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Thofc early feeds by Venus Town, 
In fpite of Pallas, now were grown; 
And Cupid hop'd they would improve 
; By time, and ripen into love. 475 

The boy made ufe of all his craft. 
In vain difcharging many a (haft. 
Pointed at colonels, lords, and beaux : 
Cadenus warded off the blows ; 
' For, placing ftill fome book betwixt, 480 

The darts were in the cover fix'd. 
Or, often blunted aud recoil'd. 
On Plutarch's Morals ftruck, were fpoii'd. 

The Queen of Wifdom could forefee. 
But not prevent the Fates' decree : 485 

And human caution tries in vain 
To break that adamantine chain, 
VanefTa, though by Pallas taught. 
By Love invulnerable thought. 
Searching in books for wifdom's aid, 490 

Was, in the very fearch, betray 'd. 

Cupid, though all his darts were loH, 
Yet ftill refolv'd to fpare no coft : 
He could not anfwer to his fame 
The triumphs of that flu'oborn dame, 495 

A nymph fo hard to be fubdued. 
Who neither was coquette nor prude, 
I find, faid he, flie wants a Dodtor, 
Both to adore her, and inftrud her : 
I '11 give her what fhe moft admires^ 500 



Among thofc venerable fires. 



Cadenus 
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Cadenus is a fubjed fit. 
Grown old in politicks and wit» 
Carefs'd by miniilers of ftate. 
Of half mankind the dread and hate, 505 

"Whate'er vexations love attend. 
She need no rivals apprehend. 
Her fex, with univerfal voice, 
Muft laugh at her capricious choice, 

Cadenus many things had writ : 510 

Vanefla much elleem'd his wit. 
And call'd for his poetic works : 
Mean time the boy in fccret lurks ; 
And, while the book was in her hand> 
The urchin from his private ftand 515 

"Took aim, and fhot with all his ftrength 
A dart of fuch prodigious length. 
It pierc'd the feeble volume through. 
And deep transfix'd her bofom too. 
Some lines, more moving than the reft, 520 

"Stuck to the point that pierc'd her breaft. 
And, borne diredUy to the heart. 
With pains unknown, increased her fmart. 

Vanefla, not in years a fcore. 
Dreams of a gown of forty- four ; 525 

Imaginary charms can find 
In eyes with reading almofl blind : 
Cadenus now no more appears 
Declin'd in health, advanced in years. 
^he ^des muiick in his tongue ; 1^30 

No fiuther looks, but thinks him young. 

What. 
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What mariner is not afraid 
*ro venture in a (hip decay'd ? 
What planter will attempt to yoke 
A fapling widi a falling oak ? r^c 

As years increafe, (he brighter ihines : 
Cadenus with each day declines : 
And he muft fall a prey to time. 
While (he continues in her prime. 
• Cadenus^ common forms apart, J40 

In every fcene had kept his heart; 
Had figh'd and langujfh'd, vow'd and writ, 
Por paflime, or to fhew his wit. 
But books, and time, and fiate a^irs. 
Had fpoil'd his fafhionable airs : j4{ 

He now could praife, efteem, approve. 
But undwftood not what was love. 
His condud might have made him ftyl'd 
A father, and the nymph his child. 
That innocent delight he took 550 

To fee the virgin mind her book. 
Was but the mafter's fecret joy 
In fchool to hear the fineft boy. 
Her knowledge with her fancy grew; 
'She hourly prefs'd for fomedung new ; 555 

Ideas came into her mind 
So fall, his leffons lagg'd behind; 
She reafon'd, without plodding long,' 
Nor ever gave her judgement wrong. 
But now a fudden change was wrought: 560 

She minds no longer what he taught. • 

Cadenus 
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Cadenus was amaz'd, to fmd 

Such marks of a diflraded mind : 

For, though fhe feem'd to liAen more 

To all he fpoke, than c*er before, 565 

He found her thoughts would abfent range. 

Yet guefs'd not whence could fpring the change* 

And firft he modefUy conjedhires 

His pupil might be tir'ilwitli ledhures; 

Which help'd to mortify r is pride, j jo 

Yet gave him not the heart to cfakie: 

But, in a mild dejcded ftndn. 

At laft he ventured to comj^ain; 

Said, fhe fhould be no longer teas'd. 

Might have her freedom when fhe pleas'd; 575 

Was now convinced he aded wrongs 

To hide her from the world fo long^ 

And in dull fbidies to engage 

One of her tender fex and age; 

That every nymph with envy owxx'd, 580 

How fhe might fhine in the grand mondti 

And every fhepherd was midone 

To fee her cloifter'd like a nun. 

This was a vifionary fcheme : 

He wak'd, and found it bat a dream; *^^ 

A projed far above his fkill; 

For nature muft be nature ftiU. 

If he were bolder than became 

A fcholar to a courtly dame. 

She nught excuie a man of letters; 590 

Thus tutors often treat their betters: 



ii8 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

And, fince his talk offenfivc grew. 
He came tx> take his lad adieu. 

VaneiTa, filled with jull difdain. 
Would (till her dignity maintain, ^g^ 

Initrudled from her early years 
To fcom the art of female tears. 

Had he employed his time fb long 
To teach her what was right and wrong; 
Yiet could fuch notions entertain 600 

That all his ledures were in vain? 
She own'd the wandering of her thoughts ; 
But he muft anfwer for her faults. 
She well remembered, to her coft, 
Hiat all his leiTons were not loft. 605 . 

Two maxims fhe could ftiU produce. 
And fad experience taught their ufe ; 
That virtue, pleas'd by being fhown. 
Knows nothing which it dares not own ; 
(Can make us without fear difclofe 610 

Our inmofl fecrets to our foes : 
That common forms were not defign'd 
Direftors to a noble mind. 
Now, faid the nymph, to let you fee 
My aftions with your rules agree ; 615 

That I can vulgar forms defpife. 
And have no fecrets to diiguife : 
1 knew, by what you faid and writ. 
How dangerous things were men of wit; 
Yen caution'd me againft their charms, 620 

But never gave me equal arms; 

Your 
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Your Icflbns found the wcakeft part, 
Aim'd at the head, but rcach'd the heart. 

Cadenus felt within him rife 
^hame, difappomtment, guilt, forprize. 625 

He knew not how to reconcile 
Such language vnih her ufual ftyle : 
And yet her words were fo cxpreft. 
He could not hope fhe fpoke in jeft. 
His thoughts had wholly been confined 630 

To form and cultivate her mind. 
He hardly knew, till he was told. 
Whether the nymph were young or old ; 
Had met her in a public place, 
A^thout diftinguiftiing her face : 635 

Much lefs cculd his declining age 
Vanefla's earlieft thoughts engage; 
And, if her youth indifference met. 
His perfon muft contempt beget : 
Or, grant her paflion be iincere, 64a 

How ftiall his innocence be clear ? 
Appearances were all fo ftrong. 
The world muft think him in the wrong 5 
Would fay, he made a treacherous ufe 
Of wit, to flatter and feduce : 645 

The town would fwcar, he had bctray'd 
By magic fpells the harmlefs maid : 
And every beau would have his jekes. 
That fcholars were like other folks ; 
And, when Platonic flights were over, 650 

The tutor tum'd a mortal lover I 

Vol. XLIl. K So 
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So tender of the young and fair I 

It (hew'd a true paternal care *- 
^ Five thouOuid guineas in her purfe ! 

The Dodtor might have fancy 'd w-orfe. — ^5 

Hardly at length he filence broke. 

And faulter'd every word he fpoke; 

Interpreting her complaifance, 
< Juft as a vaasifans confequence. 

She rallied well, he always knew : •' i6Sc? 

Her manner now was fbmething new; 

And what fhe fpoke was in an air 

As ferioas as a tragic player. 
' vBut thofe who aim at ridicule 

Should fix upon fome certain nde, £S 5 

Which fairly hints they are in jeft, 

Elfe he mull enter his proteft : 

For, let a man be ne'er fo wife, . 
. He may be caught with fober lies; 

A fcience which he never taught, « ^JO 

And, to be free, was dearly bought; 

For, take it in its proper light, 

*Tis juft what coxcombs call a bite. 
But, not to dwell on things minute, 

Vancfla iinilh'd the difpute, * . €75 

Brought weighty arguments to prove 

That reafon was her guide in love. 

She thought he had Hmfelf defcrib!d. 

His do6bines when fhe firft imbib'd : 

What he had planted, now was grown ; i. €8o 

. His virtues fhe might call her own; 

As 
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As he approves, as he diflikes. 
Love or contempt her fancy ftrikes- 
Self-love, in nature rooted fall. 
Attends us firft, and leaves us laft; 685 

Why (he likes him, admire not at her ; 
She loves herfelf, and that 's the matter. 
How was her tutor wont to praifc 
The geniufes of ancient days 1 
^Thofe authors he fo oft' had nam'd, 6^0 

for learning, wit, and wifdom, fam'd) 
Was flruck with love, efteem, and awe. 
For perfons whom he never faw. 
Suppofe Cadenus flourifh'd then, 
Jie muft adore fuch god-like men. 695 

If one Ihort volume could comprife 
All that was witty, learn'd, and wife. 
How would it be elleem'd and read. 
Although the writer long were dead ! 
1{ fuch an author were alive, 700 

Mow all would for his friendlliip ftrivc. 
And come in crouds to fee his face I 
And this Ihe takes to be her cafe. 
Cadenus anfwers every end, 
TTie book, the author, and the friend; 
The utmoft her defircs will reach. 
Is but to learn what he can teach ; 
His converfe is a fyflem fit 
Alone to fill up all her wit; 

While every paflion of her mind 710 

In him is ccntcr'd and confin'd* 
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Love can mth fpeech infpire a mute. 
And taught Vanefla to difpute. 
This topick, never touch'd before, 
Difpla/d her eloquence the more : 7^5 

Her knowledge, with fuch pains acquired. 
By this new paffion grew infpir^d; 
Through this ftie made all objedb pafs. 
Which gave a tinfture o'er the mafs ; 
As rivers, though they bend and twine> 72^ 

Still to the fea their couHe incKne; 
Or, as philofophers, who find 
Some favourite fyfiem to their mind> 
In every point to make it fit. 
Will force all nature to fvjbmit. 725 

Cadenus, who could ne*er fufpeft 
His lefibns would have fuch effect. 
Or be fo artfully apply*d, 
Infenfibly came on her fide. 

It was an unforefeen event; 730 

Things took a turn he never meant. 
Whoe'er excels in what we prize. 
Appears a hero in our eyes ; 
Each girl, when pleas'd with what is taughtj»^ 
Will have the teacher in her thought. 735 

When Mifs delights in her fpinnet, 
A fiddler may a fortune get; 
A blockhead, with melodious voice. 
In boarding-fchools may have his choice ; 
And oft' the dancing-mafter's art 740 

Climbs from the toe to touch the heart. 

In 
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In learning let a nymph delight, 
' The pedant gets a miilrefs by *t. 
Cadenus, to his grief and ihame. 
Could fcarce oppofe VanefTa's flame; 745 

And, though her arguments were ftrong. 
At leaft could hardly wifh them wrong. 
Howe'er it came, he could not tell. 
But fure (he never talk'd fo well. 
His pride began to interpofe ; 750 

Preferr'd before a croud of beaux ! 
So bright a nymph to come unfought I 
Such wonder by his merit wrought I 
'Tis merit muft with her prevail ! 
He never knew her judgement fail ! 755 

She noted all fhe ever read ! 
And had a mod difcerning head ! 

*Tis an old maxim in the fchools. 
That flattery 's the food of fools; 
Yet now and then your men of wit 760 

Will condefcend to take a bit. 

So, when Cadenus could not hide. 
He chofe to juftify, his pride; 
Conftruing the pafllon flie had ftiown. 
Much to her praife, more to his own. 765 

Nature in him had merit plac'd. 
In her a moft judicious taile. 
Love, hitherto a tranlient guefl. 
Ne'er held poflcifion of his bread; 
So long attending at tiie gate, 770 

Difdain'd to enter in fo late. 

K 3 Love 
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Lc-ve why do we one paflion call. 
When 'tis a compound of them all? 
Where hot and cold, where fharp and fweet, 
» Jn all their equipages meet; 7 

Where pleafures mix'd with pains appear. 
Sorrow with joy, and hope with fear; 
Wherein his dignity and age 
Forbid Cadenus to engage. 

. But friendfhip, in its greateft height, 7 

A conftant; rational delight. 
On virtue's bafis fix'd to laft. 
When love allurements long are pal!. 
Which gently warms, but cannot bum,. 
He gladly ofFers in return; y^j 

His want of paffion will redeem- 
With gratitude, refpeft, efteem ; 
With that devotion we beftow. 
When goddefTes appear below. 

While thus Cadenus entertains 
VancfTa in exalted llrains. 
The nymph in fober words intreats 
A truce with all fublime conceits : 
For why fuch rapture^, flights, and fancie^r 
' To her who durft not read romances } 79 

In lofty ftyle to make replies. 
Which he had taught her to defpife ^ 
But when her tutor will affeft 
Devotion, duty, and refpe£l. 
He fairly abdicates the throne j 80 

The government is now her own; 
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He has a forfeiture incurred; 

She vows to take him at his word. 

And hopes he. will not think it ftrange. 

If both (hould now their Rations change. . 805 

The nymph will have her turn to be . 

The tutor ; and the pupil, he : 

Though Ihe already can difcern 

Her fcholar is not apt to learn ; ; 

Or wants capacity to reach Siq 

The fcience Ihe defigns to teach : 

Wherein his. genius was below 

The Ikill of every common beau. 

Who, though he cannot fpell, is wife 

Enough to read a lady's eyes, S 1 5 

And will each accidental glance - 

Interpret for a kind advance. -. 

But what fuccefs VanefTa met, " 
Is to the world a fecret yet. 

Whether the nymph, to pleafe her fwain, 820 

Talks in a high romantic ftrain; 
Or whether he at lafl defcends 
To a£l with lefs feraphic ends; 
Or, to compound the bufmcfs, whether 
They temper love and books together ; 8^5 

Muft never to mankind be told. 
Nor fhall the confcioiis Mufo unfold. 

Meantime the mournful Queen of Love 
Led but a weary life above. 

She ventures now to leave the fkics, 830 

Grown by Vancfla's condud wife ; 

E 4 Tor, 



36 SWIFT'S POEMS* 

For, though by one perverfe event 
Pallas had crofs'd her firfl intent; 
Though her defign was not obtam'd ; 
Yet had fhe much experience gnn'd. 
And, by the projeft vainly try*d. 
Could better now the caufe decide. 
She gave due notice, that both parties^ 
Coram Regina, prox* dit Mortis ^ 
Should at their penl, without fail. 
Come and appear, and (kve their bail. 
All met ; and, faience thrice {Htx:laim'd> 
One lawyer to each fide was nam'd. 
The judge difcover'd in her face 
Refentments for her late difgrace; 
And, full of anger, fhame, and griefi 
Diredled them to mind their brief. 
Nor fpend their time to (hew their reading ; 
She 'd have a fummary proceeding. 
She gathered under every head 
The fum of what each lawyer faid. 
Gave her own reafons laft, and then 
Decreed the caufe agaiaft the men. 
But, in a weighty cafe like this. 
To (hew fhe did not judge amifs. 
Which evil tongues might elfe report* 
She made a fpeech in open court; 
Wherein fhe grievoufly complains, 
*' How fhe was cheated by the fwains ;'* 
On whofe petition (humbly fhewing. 
That women were not worth the wooing> 
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And that, nnlefs the fex would mend^ 

The race of lovers foon muft eirf)— 

** She was at Lord knows what expence 

•* To form a nymph of wit and ienfe> ^65 

** A model for her fex defign'd, 

*' Who never could one lover find. 

** She faw her favour was mifplac'd; 

*' The fellows had a wretched tafte; 

'* She needs muft tell them to their hw, S70 

*' They were a ftupid, fenfelefs race; 

" And, were fhe to begin again, 

** She 'd ftudy to reform the men ; 

" Or add fome grains of folly more 

" To luomefi, than they had befbre» 875 

** To put them on an equal foot; 

" And this, or nothing elfe, would do *U 

" This might their mutual fancy ftrike, 

" Since every being loves its liJte. 

** But now, repenting what was done> JJSo 

'* She left all bufmefs to her fon; 
" She puts the world in his poffeffion> 
" And let him ufe it at difcretion." 

The cryer was order'd to difmifs 
The court, fo made his laft Oyest ^Z^ 

The goddefs would no longer wait ; 
But, riling from her chair of ilate> 
Left all below at fix and feven, 
Hamefs'd her doves, and flew to heaven. 



TO 
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TO L O V £•• 

IN all I wi(h» how happy fbould I be, — 

Thou grand Deluder, were it not for thee I '. — 
So weak thou art, that fools thy power defpife ; 
And yet fo ftrong, thou triumph'ft o'er the wife, . — 
Thy traps are laid with fuch f)eculiar art, 
(Tlky catcUthe caudous, let the rafh depart. 
Mofl nets are fill'd by want of thought and care : -. 
But too much thinking brings us to thy fnare; 
Where, held by thee, in flavery we ftay. 
And throw the pleafing part of life away. 
3vit, what does moft my indignation move, 
Difcredon ! thou wert ne'er a friend to love : . 
Thy chief delight is to defeat thofe arts. 
By which he kindles mutual flames in hearts ; , 
While the blind loitering God is at his play, 

fThou fteal'ft his golden-pointed darts away; . 
Thofe darts which never fail ; and in their ftead 
Convey' ft majignant arrows tipt with lead: 
The heedlefs God, fufpefting no deceits. 
Shoots on, and thinks he has done wondrous feats j 

:But the poor nymph who feels her vitals burn. 
And from her fhepherd can find no return. 
Laments, and rages at the power divine. 
When, curft Difcredon I all the fault was thine : 

• Found in Mifs Vanhomrigh's defk, after her deatli, in the 
hand-writing of Dr. Swift. 

i Cupid 
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Capid and Hymen thou haft fct at odds, 
-And bred fuch feuds between thofe kindred gods> 
That Venus cannot reconcile her fons ; 
When one appears, away the other runs. 
The former fcales, wherein he us'd to poife 
Love againft love, and equal joys with joys» 
Are now filPd up with avarice and pride, 
MTiere titles, power, and riches, ftill fubiidc* 
Then, gentle Venus, to thy father run. 
And tell him how thy children are undone; 
Prepare his bolts to give one fatal bfow. 
And ftrike Difcretion to die fhades below. 



H 



ODE TO SPRING. 

BY A LADY*. 

AIL, blufhing goddefs, beauteous Springs 



Who, in thy jocund train, doft bring 
Loves and Graces, fmiling Hours, 
Balmy breezes, fragrant flowers; 
Come, with tints of rofeate hue, 
Kature's faded charms renew. 

"'Yet why fhould I thy prefence hail ? 
To me no more the breathing gale 
Comes fraught with fwcets ; no more the rof© 
With fuch tranfcendent beauty blows. 
As when Cadenus bleft the fcene. 
And ftiar'd with me thofe joys ferene ; 
When, unperceiv'd, the lambent fire 
Of friendfhip kindled new deiire : 

* This and the next ode have been afcribtd Co VancfTa* 

Sdll 
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Still Mening to his tuneful tongue, 
Hie trudis> which angels might ha^e fungt 
Divine, impreft their gentle fway. 
And fweetljr ftole my fool away. 
My guide, inftrudtor, lover, friend, 
(Dear names!) in one idea blend; 
Oh ! ftill conjoin'd, your incenfe rife. 
And waft fweet odours to the ikies ! 



o 



ODE TO WISDOM. 

BY THE SAME. 

H, Pallas ! I invoke thy aid ! 



Vouchafe to hear a wretched maid. 

By tender love depreft; 
^Tis juft that thou fhould'ft heal the fmart 
Inflidked by thy fubtle art. 

And calm my troubled breaft. 

No random-fhot from Cupid's bow. 
But by thy guidance, foft and flow. 

It funk within my heart ; 
Thus, Love being arm'd with Wifdom's force. 
In vain I try to flop its courfe. 

In vain repel the dart. 

O goddefs ! break the fatal league ; 
Let Love, with Folly and Intrigue, 

More iit afTociates find ! 
And thou alone within my breaf!, 
O ! deign to foothe my griefs to reft. 

And heal my tortur'd mind. 



A r: 
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A REBUS. By Vanessa. 

CUT the name of the man* who his mifbels dcny'd. If 
And let the firft of it be only apply'd f 

To join wkh the prophetf who David did chide; ^ 
Then fay what a horfe is that runs very faft % ; 
And that which deferves to be firft pat ^ taft; 
Spell all then, and put them together, to find 
llie Name and the Virtaes of Yam I defign'd. 
like the Patriarch in Egypt, he 's vers'd in die fiate; 
Like the Prophet in Jewry, he U free with the great; 
like a racer he ffies, to fuccoor with (jpeed. 
When his friends want his aid, or defert is inneed^ 



THE DEAN^S ANSWER. 

THE nymph who wrote this in an amoroos fit^ 
I cannot bat envy the pride of her wit, 
Whidi thus (he will venture profofidy to throw 
On fo mean a defig/i, and z/uifjea fo low. 
For mean 's her ifejfgn, and hsT/ubje3 as mean. 
The firft but a Rebus, the laft bat aDean. 
A Dean 's but a parfon: and what is a Rebusf 
A thmg never known to the Mufes or Phoebus. 
The corruption of verfe; for, when all is done. 
It is but a parapbraft made on a /mt. 
But a gemus like her's no fubjed can ftifle. 
It ihews and diicovers itfelf through a trifle. 



• 7fl-feph. t Nathan. J Svfifi. 
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By reading this trifle^ I quickly began 

To find her a great w/V, but the dean a fmall man. 

Rich ladies will fumiih their garrets with ftuiF, 

Which others for mantuas would think fine enough: 

$0 thewjy/V that is lavifhly thrown away here. 

Might fumiih a fecond-rate poet a year. 

Thus n^uch for the 'verje ; we proceed to the next. 

Where the Nymph had entirely forfaken her uxt: 

Her fine panegyricks are quite out of feafon. 

And what^^ defcribes to he^ merit is trea/on: 

The changes which fadiion has made in the ftate. 

Have put the d^dn^s pc^iticks quite out of date : 

Now no one regards what he utters with freedom. 

And, fhould he write pamphlets, no great man would 

read 'em ; 
And (fiould ivant or defert Hand in need of his aid. 
This racer would prove but a dull-founder 'dyW^. 

HORACE, B. II. ODE I. PARAPHRASED. 
AddrefTed to Richard Steele, Efq. 1714. 

** En qui promjttit cives, urbem fibi curae, 
**.Iinpcrium fore, & Italiain, & delubra deorum." 

HoR. I Sat. vi. 34* 

DICK,-thou 'rt refolv'd, as I am told. 
Some ftrange arcana to unfold. 
And, with the help of Buckley's pen. 
To vamp the good old caufe again. 
Which thou (fuch Burnet's ihrewd advice is) 5 

jMuft fiirbifh'up, and nickname Grifis, 

Tho^ 
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Thou pompoufly wilt let us know 
What all the world knew long ago, 
(E*er fince Sir William Gore was mayor, 
" AndHarley fill'd the Commons* chair) • 30 

That we a German Prince muft own 
When Anne for heaven refigns her throne. 
But, more than that, thou 'h keep a rout 
With — who is in — ahd who is out ; 
Thou 'It rail devoutly at the pea<e, " 15 

And all its fecret cau/ei trace. 
The bucket 'play -twixt Whigs and "Tories, 
Their ups and downs, with fifty ilories 
Of tricks the Lord of Oxford knows. 
And errors of our Plenipoes. - 2) 

Thou 'It tell of leagues among the great. 
Portending ruin to our ilate ; 
And of that dreadful coup d' eclat. 
Which has afFbrded thee much chat. 
The Queen, forfooth, (defpotic) gave 25 

Twelve coronets without thy leave ! 
A breach of liberty, 'tis own'd. 
For which no heads have j'^/ aton'd ! 
Believe me, what thou 'ft undertaken 
May bring in jeopardy thy bacon ; 30 

For madmen, children, wits, and fools. 
Should never meddle with cdg'd tools. 
Jut, fince thou 'rt got into the fire. 
And canft not eafily retire, 

Thou muft no longer deal ixifarce^ ' 35 

Nor pump to cobble wicked verfc; 
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Until thou (halt have eas'd thy confcience. 

Of fpleen, of politicks, and nonienfe; 

And, when thou *fk bid adiea to cares* 

And fettled Europe's ^anJ affairs, 49 

*T\vill then, perhaps, be worth thy while 

For Drury-Lane to (hape thy ftyle : 

** To make a pair of jolly fellows, 

*' The fon and father join, to tell us 

*' How fons may fafely difobey, 4J 

*' And fathers never ihould {ay nay; 

<* By which wife condudi they grow friends 

*' At laft— and fo the ftory ends*." 

When firft I knew thee, Dick, thou wert 
Renown'd for (kill in Fauftus' artf, . 50 

Which made thy clofet much frequented 
By buxom laiTes — fome repented 
Their lucklefs choice of hufbands — others. 
Impatient to be like their mothers, 
.. Received from thee profound diredUond jj 

How bed to fettle their affcdiions. 
Thus thou, a friend to the diflrefs'd, 
Didft in thy calling do thy beft. 

But now the Senate (if things &If, 
And thou at Stockbridge wert not 6s/ J 60 

♦ This is faid to be « plot of a comedy with whick Mr. 
Steele has long threatenc 1 tlic town. Swift,— In feme par- 
ticulars it would apply to " The Confcious Lovers,'* 

•j- There were fome tolerable grounds for this reflexion, Mn 
Steele had actually a laboratory at Pcplor, 
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Muft feel thy eloquence and fire. 
Approve thy fchcmes, thy wit admire. 
Thee with immortal honours crown, 
Whilft, Patriot-like, thou *lt ftrut and frown. 

What though by enemies *tLs faid, £5 

The /o^rr/ which adorns thy head, 
Muft one day come in competition 
By virtue of fome fly pttition : 
Yet mum for that; hope ftill the heft. 
Nor let fuch cares diHurb thy reft. 79 

Methinks I hear thee loud as trumpet* 
As bag-pipe fhrill, or ojrfter-ibumpet ; 
Methinks I fee thee, fpruce and fine. 
With coat embroider'd richly ihine. 
And dazzle all the idoUfaces ^5 

As through the hall thy woffliip paces; 
(Though this I fpeak but at a venture, 
Suppoiing thou hail tick with Hunter) 
Methinks I fee .a black* guard rout 
Attend thy coach, and hear them fliout So 

In approbation of thy tongue. 
Which i(in their ftyle) is purely hung^ 
Now 1 now you carry ail before you ! 
Nor dares one Jacobite or Tory 
Pretend to anfwer one fyl — lable, 85 

Except the matchlefs hero Abel*. 
What though her highnefs and her fpoufe 
In Annverpf keep a frugal houfe, 

• Abel Roper. 

-f Where the Duke of Malborough then refided,. 

VoL.XLIL L Ye., 
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Yet, not forgetful of a friend. 

They 'U food enable thee to fpead, 90 

If to Macartney* thou will toaft. 

And to hid fmus fairen*s gif»Jt* 
, Now manfully Jthou *lt run a tilt 

" On fofef, for all the blood Acy 've fpik, 

" For ma^acres, vnd racks, and flames, 95 

' " For lands enrich'd by cricifon ftreams, 

*' For inquifitionj taughtby Spain, 
'** Of which the Qn^Hasi-world complain." 
Dick, we agree*-iall *t true tfaoa 'ft iaid. 

As that my M nfe is yet a^maid. 100 

But, if I may widi freedom^talk. 

All this is fordgn to thy walk : 

Thy genius has perhaps a knack 

At trudging in a beaten track. 

But is iox ft^iu^affairs as fit 105 

As mine for politicks and wit. 

Then let us both in tinae grow wife. 

Nor higher than our talents rife; 

To fome fnug cellar let *s repair 

From duns and debts, and drown oar <:are; rio 

Now quaiF of honeft ale a quart. 

Now venture at a pint of port. 

With which infpir*d, we II ciub each mght 

Some tender fonnct to indite. 

And vwth Tom D'Urfey, PhHips^ Dennis, 115 

Immortalise our DoUs and Jeoneys. 

* General Macartaqs vfho killed Puke Hamileoo. 

HORACE^ 
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HORACE, BOOK I. EP. V. 

w Dennis the fhdtering Poct*s Invitatiojt 
RicHARB Steele, the feduded Party- writer, 
d Member* to come and live with him in 
HE Mint. 1714*. 

Fit to be boiind up with Tiiy Crisis. 

thou canft lay afide a fpendthrift's air, 
\xid condefcend to ked on homely fare, 
as we Minters, with ragouts unftor'd, 
, in defiance of the law, afford : 
thy patrols with Toby's Chriftmas-box, 5 

come to me at The Two Fighting Cocks; 
; printing by fubfcription now is grown 
ftaleft, idlcft cheat about the town; 
ev'n Charles Gildon, who, a Paplft bred, 
an alarm againll that worfhip fpread, ici 

afUiing thofe beaten paths of cruifing, 
for new lc^^es on Propofals muling, 
is true, that Bloom(bury Square 's a noble place : 
vhat are lofty buildings in thy cafe ? 
t 's a fine houfe enibellifli'd to profufion, 15 

re fhoulder-dabbcrs arc in execution ? 
'hence its timorous tenant feldom fallics, 
ipprehenfivc of infulting bailiffs ? 

This and the preceding poem are printed from copies in the 
:th Library) K. i, 2, 29, 30. 4to. 

La This 
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This once be mindful of a friend's advice. 

And ceafe to be improvidendy nice ; «0 

Exchange the profpeAs that delude thy fight. 

From Highgate's ftcep afcent, and Hampftead's height, 

lyith verdant fcenes, that, from St, George's fijcld. 

More durable and fafe enjoyments yield. 

Here I, ev'n I, that ne'er till now could find 25 
Eafe to my troubled and fufpicious mind. 
But ever was with jealoufies poffefs'd. 
Am in a ftate of indolence and reft; 
Fearful no more of Frenchmen in difguife. 
Nor looking upon ftrangers as on fpies, 30 

But quite divefted of my former fpleen, 
Am unprovok'd without and calm within : 
And here I '11 wait thy coming, till the fun 
Shall its diurnal courfe completely run. 
Think not that thou of fturdy butt fhalt fail ; 35 

My landlord's cellar 's ftock'd with beer and ale. 
With every fort of malt that is in ufe. 
And every county's generous produce. 
The ready (for here Chriftian fsuth is fick. 
Which makes us feldom trefpafs upon tick) 40 

Inftantly brings the choiceft liquors out. 
Whether we aOc for home-brew'd or for ftout. 
For mead or cyder, or, with dainties fed. 
Ring for a flafk or two of white or red. 
Such as the drawer will not fail to fwear 45 

Was drunk by Pilkington when tMrd time mayor. 
That name, methinks, fo popularly known 
For oppofidon to the church and crown. 
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Might make the Luiitanian grape to pafs> 

And almoft give a fandtion to the glaT^ ;: 50 

Efpecially with thee, whofe hafty zeal 

Ag^ainU the late rejeded commerce- bill 

Made thee ri/e up, like an audacious elf, 

yi do thefpeaker honour, notthyfelf. 

But, if thou foar'ft above the common prices, 55 
By virtue of fubfcription to thy Crilis, 
And nothing can go down with thee, but wines 
Prefs'd from Burgundian and Campanian vines. 
Bid them be brought ; for, though I hate the French, 
I love their liquors, as though lov'fl a wench ; 60 

Elfe thou muft humble thy expeniive tafte> 
And, with us, hold contentment for a feaft. 

The fire's already lighted \ and the maid 
Has a clean cloth upon the table laid> 
Who never on a Saturday had flruck, (^^ 

But for thy entertainment, up a buck. 
'iTiink of this a^ of grace, which by your leave 
Sufan would not have done on Eallcr Eve, 
Had fhc not been informed over and over, 
*Twas for th' ingenious Autlior of The Lover. 70 

Ceafe therefore to beguile thyfelf with hopes> 
Which is no more than nvaking Tandy ropes,. 
And quit the' vain purfuit of loud applaufe. 
That muft bewilder thee in fadion's caufe. 
Pry'thee what is't to thee >\'ho guides the (late I 75 
Why Dunkirk's demolition is fo late ? 
Or why her Majefly thinks- ik to ceafe 
The din of war, andhufh the world to peace ? 

L 3 T^Bft. 
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The clergy too, wiAout thy aid, can ttfl 

What texts to chobfe, aand on whit tojjida dmiH; t9> 

And, uninflruded by thy babUing> teach 

Their flocks celeftial happincfs to reach. 

Rather let fuch poor fouls as you and I 

Say that the holydays are drawing nigb. 

And that to-morrow's fun begins the Week, I5 

Which will abound widi ftore of ale and take,. 

AVith hams of bacon, and with powdcrM beef, 

Stuff'd to give field-itinerants refibf. 

Then I, who have within thefe precinds kaept^ 
And ne'er beyond die chimney-fwceper's fiept, 90 
Will take a loofe, and venture to be feen. 
Since 'twill be Sunday, upon Shanks's green; 
There, with erected looks and phrafe fublkne> 
To talk of unity of place and time. 
And with much malice, mix'd with little fatire,. 95 
Explode the wits on t'other fide o'th' water. 

Why has my Lord Godolphin's fpecial grace 
Invefted me with a queen's-waiter's place. 
If 1, debair'd of feftival delights, 
v\ni not allow'd to fpend the perquiiites ? k 

He 's but a fliort remove from being mad. 
Who at a time of jubilee is fad; 
And, like a griping ufurer, does fpare 
His money to befquander'd by his heir; 
Fluttered away in liveries and in coaches. 
And waftiy forts of feminine debauches. 
As for my part, whate'er the world may think, 
•I '11 bid adieu to gravity, and drink; 
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ad> though I can't put of a woeful nuen», 

sU bo all mirth and cheerfulnefs within: iiq^ 

i, in defpight of a cenibriou8 race^^ 

noft incontinently fuck my face. 

liat mighty proje^ does not he defign« 

hofe ftomach flows, and brain turns round with wine f- 

"ine, powerful wine, can thaw the frozen dt, . n^ 

nd fafhion him to humour and to wit; . 

akes even S**** to difclofe his art,v 

r racking every fecret from his heart, . 

5 he flings off. the flatcfman's fly difguife,, 

3 name the cuckold'^ wife with whom he lies» izo- 

/'n Sarum, whei^he quaflis irilead.of tea,. 

mcies himfelf in Canterbury's fee ; 

id S* ••**♦, when he carouflng reels>. 

lagines that he has regain'd the feals : 

'♦•♦••*, by virtue of its juice, can fight, , 125,' 

id Stanhope of commillioners make light. 

Ine gives Lord William aptitude of .parts, , 

id fwells him with iiis family's deferts : 

hom can it not nuke eloquent of fpeech ? 

hom in extremeil poverty not rich ? i^% . 

ice, by tk; means of the prevailing grape, 

i»***n can Lechmere's warmth not only ape. 

It, half-feas-o'er, by its infpiring bounties, . 

m qualify himfelf in feveral counties. 

hat I have promis'd, thou mayfl refl afliir'd, 135^ 

all faithfully and gladly be procur'd. . 

ly, I 'm already better than my word, 

:w plates and knives adorn the jovial board: 

L 4, Ani 
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And, left tliou at their fight flionldft make wiy hces. 
The girl has fcow^er'd the pots, and wafli*d the glaflb, 
Ta'en care (o excellently well to clean *em. 
That thou mayft fee thine own dear piAore in 'cm^ 

Moreover, due provifion has been made» 
That converfarion may not be betrayed; 
I have no company but what is proper 145 

To fit with the moll flagrant AVhig at fapper. 
There 's not a man among them but muft pleafe. 
Since they 're as like each other as are peas. 
Tobnd and Hare have jointly fent me word. 
They '11 come ; and Kennet thinks to make a third, 15a 
Provided he 'as no other invitation,* 
From men of greater quality and flation. 
Room will for Oldmixon and J — s be left ; 
But their difccurfes fmell too much of theft r 
There would be no abiding in the room, 155 

Should two fuch ignorant pretenders come. 
However, by this trufty bearer write. 
If I (hould any other fjabs invite; 
Though if I may my feiious judgement give, 
I 'm wholly for King Charles's number five : t6o 

That was the (lint in which that monarch fix'd. 
Who would not be with noifmefs perplex'd : 
And that, if thou *lt agree to think it bcft. 
Shall be our tale of heads, without one other gueft. 

I 've nothing more, now this is faid, to fay, 165 
But to requeft thou 'It inftantly away. 
And leave the duties of thy prefent poft. 
To fome well-fkill'd retainer to a hoft; 

Doubtlefs 
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Doubdefs he '11 carefully thy place fupply, 

^nd o*er his grace's horfes have an eye, 

^Thile thou, who 'ft flunk through poftern more than 

once, 
Doft by that means avoid a croud of dans. 
And, croffing o'er the Thames at Temple-ftairs, 
L^av'ft Philips with good words to cheat their ears. 

To LORD HARLEY, on his Marriage, 171 j. 

AMONG the numbers who employ 
Their tongues and pens to give you joy> . 
Dear Harley I generous youth, admit 
What fricndfhip didlates more than wit. 
Forgive me, when I fondly thought 
(By frequent obfervations taught) 
A fpirit fo inform'd as yours 
Could never profper in amours. 
The God of Wit, and Light, and Arts, 
With all acquir'd and natural parts, 
Whofe harp could favage bealls enchant. 
Was an unfortunate gallant. 
Had Bacchus after Daphne reel'd. 
The Nymph had foon been brought to yield: 
Or, had embroider'd Mars purfued. 
The Nymph would ne'er have been a prude* 
Ten thoufand footfteps, full in view, 
Mark out the way where Daphne flew : 
For fuch is all the fex's flight. 
They fly from learning, wit, and light : 

ThcY 
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They fly, and none can •vertake 
But fome gay caxcomb« or a rake. 

HcM¥ then, dear Harley, conld I gueia . 
That you fhould meet, in love, fuccefs? 
For, if thofe antient tales be true, 
Phcebns was beautiful as you : 
Yet Daj^e never ilackM her pace» 
For wit and learning fpoil'd Hs &ce. 
And, iince the fame refemblance held. 
In gifts wherein you both excellM, 
I fancy'd every nymph would run. 
From you, as from Latona's fon.. 

Then where, faid I, fhall ELarley find. 
A virgin of fuperior mind. 
With wit and virtue to difcover. 
And pay the merit of her lover? 

This charafter (hall Ca'endiih claim,. 
Born to retrieve her fex's fame. 
The chief among the glittering crowd, . 
Of tides, birth, and fortune proud, 
( As fools ,arc infolent and vain) 
Madly afpir*d to wear her chain : 
But Pallas, guardian of the Maid, 
Defcending to her charge's aid. 
Held out Medufa's fnaky locks. 
Which ftupify'd them all to ftocks. 
The>Jymph with indignation viewed. 
The dull, the noify, and the lewd ; 
For Pallas, with celeflial light,. 
Had purify'd her mortal fight; 
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Shrw'd her the virtues all combin'd, 
Frcfh blooming, in young Harlcy's mind. . 

Tcrrcfliial nymphs, by former arts> 
Difplay their various nets for hearts : 
Their looks are all by method fet. 
When to be prude, and when coquette; 
Yet, wantmg Ikill and power to chuTe, 
Their only pride is to refufe. 
But, when a goddefs would beftow 
Her love on fome bright youth below> 
Round all the earth ihe calls her eyes ; 
And then, defcending from the fkies> 
Makes choice of him ftie fancies beft. 
And bids the raviih'd youth be bkfs'd. 

Thus the bright Emprefs of the Mom 
Chofe, for her fpoufe, a mortal bom : 
The Goddefs made advances firft; 
Elfe what afpiring hero durft ? 
Though, like a virgin of fifteen. 
She blufhes when by mortals feen ; 
Still blufhes, and with fpeed retires,. 
When Sol purfues her with his fires. 

Diana thus. Heaven's chafleft queen> 
Struck with Endymion*s graceful mien, 
Down from her filver chariot came. 
And to the Shepherd own'd her flamc» 

Thus Ca'endilh, as Aurora bright. 
And chafter than the Queen of Night, 
Defcended from her fphere, to find 
A mortal of fuperior kind, 

1^ 
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IN SICKNESS. 
Written in Ireland^ Odlober, 1714. 
> 'T'^ I S true — then why Ihould I repine 

JL To fee my life fo faft decline ? 
But why obfcurely here alone. 
Where I am neither lov'd nor known ? 
My ftate of health none care to learn; 
My life is here no foul's concern : 
And thofe with whom I now converfe. 
Without a tear will tend my hearfe. 
Removed from kind Arbuthnot's aid. 
Who knows his art, but not his trade. 
Preferring his regard for me 
Before his credit or his fee. 
Some formal vifits, looks, and words^ 
What mere humanity affords, 
I meet perhaps from three or four. 
From whom I once expedled more ; 
Which thofe who tend the fick for pay 
Can aft as decently as they : 
But no obliging tender friend 
To help at my approaching end.. 
My life is now a burden grown 
To others, ere it be my own. 

Ye formal weepers for the fick^ 
In your laft offices hz quick ; 
And fparc my abfent friends the grief 
To hear, yet give me no relief; 
Expir'd to-day, intomb*d to-morrow. 
When known, will fave a doublc-forrowr, 

Thi 
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The fable op the BITCHES, 

Written in the Year 17 15. 

On an Attempt to repeal the Test Act. 

ABITCH that was full pregnant grown. 
By all the dogs and curs in town> 
rinding her ripen'd time was come, 
Her litter teeming from her womb, 
'\^''ent here and there, and every where. 
To find an eafy place to lay-her. 

At length to Mufick's houfe* (he came. 
And begg'd like one both blind and lame; 
•' My only friend, my dear," faid fhe, 
*' You fee *tis mere ncceflity 
*' Hath fent me to your houfe to whelp; 
^* I 'H die, if you deny your help." 

With fawning whine, and rueful tone. 
With artful figh and feigned groan. 
With couchant cringe, and flattering tale. 
Smooth Bawty f did fo far prevail. 
That Mufick gave her leave to litter : 
But mark what followed— faith ! ihe bit hen 

Whole bafkets full of bits and fcraps. 
And broth enough to fill her paps; 

• The Church of England. 

f. A Scotch name for a bitch; aUuding to the kirk* 
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'l^'or, well fhe knew, her numerous brood. 
For want of milk, would fuck her blood. 

But when fhe thought her pains were done) 
And now 'twas high time to be gone ; 
In civil terms,—" My friend," fays (he, 
" My houfe you 've had on coortefyj 
*' And now I eameflly defire, 
*' That you would widi your c^b8 retire: 
^ '* For, fhould you ftay but one week longer, 
«' I (hall be ftarv'd with cold and hunger." 

The gueft reply'd — ** My fiiend, your leave 
*' I muft a little longer crave ; 
* " Stay till T^y tender cubs pan find 
^ •' Their way— for now, you fee, they 're blind? 
*' But, when we 've gather'd ilrength, I fwear, 
* " We '11 to our bam again repair." 

The timepafs'd on; and Mofick came. 
Her kennel once again to claim; 
But Bawty, lofltoihame and honour* 
Set all her cubs at once upon her; 
Made her retire, and quit her right. 
And loudly cry'd^" A bite 1 a bite I" 

T H E M O R A L. 

Thus did the Grecian wooden horfc 
Conceal a fatal armed force : 
No fooner brought within the walls. 
But Ilium 's loft, and Priam Ms* 

HORACE 
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HORACE, BOOK III. ODE II. 

THE EARL OF OXFORD, 
LATE LORD TREASURER, 

lent to him wken in the Tower, 1716. 

' O W bleft is he who for his country dies, 

.. Since Death pttrfues the coward as he flies ! 

youth in vain would fly from Fate's attack, 

L trembling knees and terror at his back ; 

iigh Fear (hould lend him pinions like the wind, 

fwifter Fate will feize him from behind. 

irtue repuls'd, yet knows not to repine, 

fliaU with unattainted honour (hine; 

ftoops to take ihejtaff'*, nor lays it down, 

as the rabble pleafe to fmile or frown. 

irtue, to crown her favourites, loves to try 

e new unbeaten paflage to the &y ; 

:re Jove a feat among the gods will give 

Jiofe who die for meriting to live. 

ext, faithful Silence hath a fure reward; 

un our breaft be every fecret barr*d I 

vho betrays his friend, fliaU never be 

er one roof, or in one fliip, widi me. 

who with traitors would his fafety trufl:, 

, with the wicked, heaven involve the juft ? 

, though the villsun 'fcape awlule, he feels 

r vengeance, like a blood-hound, at bis heels* 

* The enfign «f tbt Lord Treftfuxer> office. 

PHYLLU 
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PHYLLIS; 

OR, 

THE PROGRESS OF LOVE, 1716. 

DESPONDING Phyllis was endued 
With every talent of a prude : 

She trembled when a man drew near; , 

Salute her, and fhe tum'd her ear; 

If o'er againil her you were plac'd. 

She durft not look above your waill : 

She 'd rather take you to her bed. 

Than let you fee her drefs her head : 

In church you hear her, through the croud. 

Repeat the abfolution loud : 

In church, fecure behind her fan. 

She duril behold that monfler man\ 
There praftis'd how to place her head. 

And bit her lips to make them red; 

Or, on the mat devoutly kneeling. 
Would lift her tyts up to the cieling. 
And heave her bofom unaware. 
For neighbouring beaux to fee it bare. 

At length a lucky lover came. 
And found admittance to the dame. 
Suppofe all parties now agreed. 
The writings drawn, the lawyer fee'd. 
The vicar and the ring befpoke ; 
Guefs, how could fuch a match be broke ? ■ 
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See then what mortais place their bUfs jpA 
Kext mombetbnes the bride was mxffiiig: 
The mother fcreaxa^d^ the fath^ chid 9 
Where can this idle wench be hid? 
Ko news of Phyl ! the bridegroom canie» 
And thought his bride had fkulk'd Sov. ihame; 
BecauTe her father ns'd to fay. 
The girl kad/ucb a bajhful <waj/ 

Now John the butler muft be fcnt 
To learn the road that PhyUis went, 
'rhe groom was wifh*d to faddie Crop; 
<For John muft neither Hght nor .ftop» 
£ut find her, wherefoe'er ihe fted. 
And brmg her back, alive or dead. 

See here agadn the devil to do ! 
For truly John was miffing too : 
The hoffe and pillion both were gonei 
Phyllis, it ieems, was fled with John. 

Old Madam, who went up to find 
What papers Phyl had lefl behind, 
A letter on the toilet fees, 
71? my much'b^n(mr*dfathir^^^^t'^ 
^CTis always done, romancei tell us. 
When daughters run away with fellows) 
Fill'd with the choicefl commoo^places. 
By others us*d in the like cafes. 
-*' That long ago ^ fortuM^ulUr 
** ExadUy faid what now befd her; 
*' And in a glafi had made her fee 
**' A /er*ving'fnan ofhw dtgrt€* 

Vol. XUl. M ** It 
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" It was her fate, xnuft be forgiven; 

'' For marriages *vifert made in beamn: 

'' His pardon begg'd : but^ to be plain^ 

*' She 'd do '/, if Utmre to do again : 

" Thank'd God, 'twas neitbtr flfam§ norJm\ 

*' For John was come of bonefi kin. 

" Love never thinks of rich and poor : 

•' She V beg with John from door to door. 

•* Forgive her, if it be a crime; 

•* She '11 never do 't another time. 

*' She ne'er before in all her life 

•' Once difobey'd him, maid nor 'wife* 

** One argument fhe fumm'd up all in, 

•' The thing was done, and paft recalling \ 

** And therefore hop'd fhe ihould recover 

** His favour, when his paffion *s o<uer, 

•' She valued not what others thought her, 

*' And was— his mofl obedient daughter,** 

Fair maidens, all attend the Mufe, 
Who now the wandering pair purfues : 
Away they rode in homely fort. 
Their journey long, their money fhort; 
The loving couple well bemir'd; 
The horfe and both the riders tir'd : 
Their vidluais bad, their lodgmg worfe ; 
Phyl cry'd, and John began to curie : 
Phyl wifh'd that Ihe had ftrain'd a limb. 
When firft (he ventur'd out with him; 
John wifti'd that he had broke a leg. 
When firft ibr her he quitted Peg. 
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Bat what adventores more befel them, 
^he Mufe hath now no time to tell them» 
Haw Johnny wheedled, thi«aten'd« fawn'd^ 
Till Phyllis all her trinketB pawn'd : 
How oft' ihe broke her marriage vows 
Jn kindnefs to maintsdn her fpoufe^ 
Till fwaiAs unwholefome fpoil'd the trade; 
For now the (iirgeons muft be paid* 
To whom thofe perquifites are gone, 
I^ Chriftian juftice due to John. 

When food and raiment now grew fcarce. 
Fate put a period to the farce. 
And with exadl poetic juftice ; 
For John was landlord, Phyllis hoftefs; 
They kept, at Staines, the Oki Blue Boar, 
Are cat and dog, and rogue and whore. 



AD AMICUM ERUDITUM 
THOMAM SHERIDAN, 1717. 

D ELICIT Sheridan Mufarum, dulcis amice. 
Si tibi propitius Permeffii ad flumen Apollo ' 
)ccurrat, feu te mimum convivia rident, 
Bquivocoique fales fpargis, feu ludere verfu 
lalles ; die, Sheridan, qulfnam fuit ille deorum, 
>aae melior natura orto tibi tradidit artem 
imandi genium puerorum, atque ima cerebri 
:nitandi? Tibi nafcenti ad cunabula Pallas 

M t Aftidt; 
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Afhtit; & dixxty nichtis pnefiigft fiitiiF£» - 
Heu, puer infelix ! noftro fub iidere xuLtas; 
Nam tu pe£bu eris iine corpore, corporis umbrx; 
Sed levitate umbram faperabis, Toce dcadam : 
Mufca femufy palmas tHn mus dedh^ ai'dea cruras 
Corpore fed tenui dbi quod natnra negavit> 
Hoc animi dotes fupplebunt; teque ^docente^ 
Nee longum tempu9> forget tibi dodar juventni^ 
Artibus egregiis animas inftmdai novellas. 
Grex hinc Pxonius venit, ecct^/aiutifer orbL 
A(l> illi caafas orant ; his infok viia eft 
Divinam capiti nodo conftringere Hutram. 

Natalis te horae non fallunt figna^ (ed nfqne 
Cotifcius> expedias puero feu Uetos ApoUo • 
Nafcenti arriiit; five illiim frigidos horror 
Saturni prexnit> aut ^tem inflavere ttiones. 

Quin tu alte penitufqtie latenda femina cemis, 
Quxque diu obtundendo olim fub luminis auras 
£rumpent> proihis; quo ritu (epe ^ella 
Sub cinere heilcmo fopitos fufcitat ignes. 

Te domimun agnofcit quociinque fub a^ a^tus^ 
' Quos indulgentis nimium cuftodia matris 
Peifundat: nam fsepe vides in ^pite matrem* 

Aureus at ramus, venerandse d<Hia Sibylke, 
Mdcx fedes tantum patefecit Av^mus ; 
Saepe puer ttia quern tetigit fethel aureft ^gs. 
Codumque terrafque videt, nodemque prdfimdain* 
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[ O R A C E, "B O OK IV. O D E IX. 
ADDRESSED TO ABP, KING. 1718. 

VIRTUE concealed within our bread 
Is ina^Uvity at bed : 
But never fhall the Mufe endure 
To let your virtues He obfcure. 
Or fuiFer Envy to conceal 
Your labours for the public weal. 
Witlun your bread all wifdona- lies. 
Either to govern or advife ; 
Your fteady foul prefervcs her frame 
In good and evil times the fame. 
Pale Avarice and lurking Fraud 
Stand in your (iacred prefence awM ; 
Your hand alone from gold abllains. 
Which drags the flavifh world in chains. 

Him for a happy man I own, 
Whofe fortune is not overgrown ; 
And happy he, who wifely knows 
To ufe the gifts that Heaven bellows ; 
Or, if it pleafe the Powers Divine, 
Can fuifer want, and not repine. 
The man who, infamy to Ihun, 
Into the arms of death would run. 
That man is ready to defend 
With life his country, or his friend. 

M 3 To 
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To Mr. DELANY, Nov. lo, 1718. 

TO you, whoie virtues^ I muft own 
With fhame, I have too lately known; 
To you, by art and nature taught 
To be the man I long have fought. 
Had not ill Fate, perverfc and blind, 
Plac'd you in life too far behiad; 
Or, what I fhould repine at more, 
Plac'd me in life too far before : 
To you the Mufe this verfe bellows. 
Which might as well have been in profcf 
No thoug;.t, no fancy, no fublime. 
But fimple topicks told in rhyme. 

Talents for converfation fit. 
Are humour, breeding, fenfe, and wit : 
The laft, as boundlefs as the wind, 
Js well conceiv'd, though not defin'd : 
For, fure, by wit is chiefly meant 
Applying well what we invent. 
What humour is, not all the tribe 
Of logick-mongers can defcribe ; 
Here nature only a£ls her part, 
Unhelp'd by pradlice, books, or art : 
For wit and humour differ quite ; 
That gives furprize, and tliis delight. 
Humour is odd, grotefque, and wild. 
Only by affe^ation fpoil'd: 
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•Tis never ty invention got. 
Men have it when they know it not. 

Our converfation to refine, 
Humour and wit mud both combine : 
Krom both we learn to railly well. 
Wherein fometimes the French exceL 
Voiture, in various lights, difplays 
That irony which turns to praife : 
Flis genius firil fodnd out the rule 
For an obliging ridicule: 
He flatters with peculiar air 
The brave, the witty, and the fair : 

And fools would hncy he intends 

A fatire, where he moft commends. 
But, as a poor pretending beau, 

Becaufe he fiun would make a ihow. 

Nor can arrive at filver lace. 

Takes up with copper in the places 

So the pert dunces of mankind. 

Whene'er they would be thought refin'd. 

As if the difference lay abftrufe 

*Twixt raillery and grofs abufe ; 

To (hew their parts, will fcold and rail. 

Like porters o'er a pot of ale. 

Such is that clan of boiflerous bears. 

Always together by the cars ; 

Shrewd fellows and arch wags, a tribe 

That meet for nothing but a gibe ; 

Who firll run one another down. 

And then fall foul, on all the town; 

M 4 siriira 
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Skiird in the horfe-laugh and dry rubr 
And call'd by exteOence The CM. 
I mean your Butler, Dawibn, Car, 
All fpecial friends, and always jar. 

The mettled and the vidons fteed 
Differ as little in their breed ; 
Nay, Venture is as like Tom Leigh- 
As rudenefs is to repartee. 

If what you faid I wifh nnfpoke, 
'Twill not fuffice it was a joke : 
Reproach not, though in j eft, a friend 
For thofe defeds he cannot mend ; 
His lineage, calling, ihape, or fenfe. 
If nam'd ^ith (com, gives jufl offence. 

What uTe in life to make men fret. 
Part in worfe humour than they met i 
Thus all fociety is loft. 
Men laugh at one another *s coft; 
And half the company is teaz'd. 
That came together to be pleas'd : 
For all buflbons have moft in view 
To pleafe themfelves by vexing youv 

You wonder now to fee me write 
So gravely on a fubjeft light : 
Some part of what I here deiign. 
Regards a friend* of yours and mine ; 
Who, neither void of fenfe nor wit. 
Yet feldom judges what is At, 

* Dr Sheridan* 
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Sat failles oft' beyond his bounds, 
And takes unmeafurable rounds. 

When je^ are earned aa too far^ 
Axid the loud laugh begins the war, 
You keep your countenance for (hame, 
Te€ ftifl you think your friend to blame: 
Por, diottgk men cry they love a jefU^ 
'Tis but when others Hand the teft; 
And (would you have their meaning known) 
They bve a jeft that is their own. 

You muft, althougk the point be nice. 
Bellow your friend ibme good advice : 
One hint firom you will (et him right. 
And teach him how to be polite. 
Bid him, like you, obierve with care. 
Whom to be hard on, whom to fpare; ' 
Nor indiftindtiy to fuppofe 
All fubjedts like Dan Jackfon's nofe*. 
To ftudy the obliging jeft. 
By reading thoTe who teach it beft; 
For profe I recommend Voiture's, 
For vcrfe (I fpeak my judgement) yours. 
He 'U find the fecret out ^m thence. 
To rhyme all day without offence ; 
And I no more (hall then accufe 
The flirts of his ill-manner'd MuTe* 

If he be guilty, you muft mend him ; 
If he be innocent, defend him. 

* Which was afcerwards the fubje^ of fcveral po«mi hyVti 
life tnd others. 

A LE'fT^ 
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A LEFT-HANDED LETTER 

TO DR. SHERIDAN*. 1718. 

Si iL> 
|ELANY reports it> and he has a ihrewd tongue^ 
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That we both ad the part of the clown and 
cow-dung; 
We lye cramnung ourfelves, and are ready to \mrStr 
Yet ftill are no wifer than we v/cre at firil. 
Ptuiet h4gc opprobria^ I freely muit tell ye, 
Et Met potuijjfcf et non potuijfe rffelli. 
Though Delany advis'd you to plague me no longer. 
You reply and rejoin like Hoadly of Bangor. 
I muft now, at one fitting, pay oiFmy old fcore; 
How many to anfwer? One, two, three, four. 
But, becaufe the three former are long ago paft, 
I (hall, for method fake, begin with the laft. 
You treat me like a boy that knocks down his foe. 
Who, ere t'other gets up, demands the riiing blow. 
Yet I know a young rogue, that, thrown flat on the fields 
Would, as. he lay under, cry out. Sirrah ! yield. 
So the French, when our Generals foundly did pay *em. 
Went triumphant to church, and fang ftoutly Te Deum. 
So the famous Tom Leigh, when quite run aground. 
Comes off by out-laughing the company round. 
In every vile pamphlet you '11 read the fame fancies. 
Having thus overthrown all our further advances. 

^ • The humour of this poem is partly loft, by the impoffibility 
of printing it left-handed as it was written. 

My 
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My offers of peace you ill underftood : 

Friend Sheridan, when will you know your own good ? 

'Twas to teach you in modeller language your duty; 

For, were you a dog, I could not be rude t'yc; 

As a good qidet foul, who no mifchief intends 

To a quarrelfome fellow, cries. Let us be friends. 
^ut we like Antaeus and Hercules fight ; 
The oftener you fall, the oftcner you write : 
And I '11 ufe you as he did that overgrown clown« 
^ *11 firft take you up, and then take you down : 
And, 'tis your own cafe, for you never can wound 
The worft dunce in your fchool, till he *8 heav'd from 
the ground. 

I beg your pardon for ufing my left-hand, but I was 
in great hafte, and the other hand was employed at the 
feme time in writing fome letters of buiinefs.— I will 
fend you the reft when I have leifure : but pray come 
^o dinner with the company you met here laft. 

A MOTTO for Mr. JASON HASARD, 

Woollbn-Drapbr in Dublin; 

Whole Sign was the Goldbn-Flbecb. 

JASON, the valiant prince of Greece, 
From Colchos brought the Golden Fleece ; 
^e comb the wool, refine the ftufF, 
For modem Jafon, that 's enough. 
Oh ! could we tame yon ivatchful* Dragon, 
Old Jafon would have lefs to brag on. 

* Eoghnd. 
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TO DR. SHERIDAN. lyi^V 

WHATEVER your predccefibrs taught U8> 
I Jiave a great eftecm for Plautus ; 
And think your boys may gather there-hen^ e 
More wit and hupiour than from Terence. 
But as to comic Ariflophanes^ 
The rogue too vicious and too prophane is. 
I went in vain to look for Eupolis 
Down in the Strand*, juft where the New Pole is; 
For I can tell you on^ thing, that I can 
(You will not find it in the Vatican) . 
He and Cratinus us'd, as Horace fays. 
To take his greateft grandee* for affes. 
Poets, in tiiofe days, us'd to venture hig^;^ 
But thefe arc loft full many a century. 
Thus you may fee, dear friend, tx pide hence. 
My judgement of the old Comedians. 

Proceed to Tragicks : fir 11, Euripides 
(An author where I fometimes dip .a-<iays) 
Is rightly cenfur'd by the otagiritc. 
Who lays his numbers do not fadge aright. 
A friend of mine that author defpiibs 7 

So much, he fwears the. very befl piece is, f 

Fcr au'jht he knows, as bad as rhefpis's; *' 

And that a woman, in chefe tragedies. 
Commonly fpvrakiag, but a fad jade is. 

* I he fact may be true J but the rbymp cpfl p^ jfomp tropl^^'' 
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.t lead, I 'm well affar'd, that no folk lays 
'he weight on him tliey do on Sophocles, 
iot, above all, 1 prefer jEfchylus, 
^ofe moving touches, when they pleafe, kill us* 
And now I find my Mufe but ill able, 
hold out longer in TrifTyllaWe. 
chofe thofe rhymes out for their difficulty; 
111 yon retnm as hard ones if I call t'ye ? 



STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 
March 13, 1718-19. 

STELLA this day is thirty-four, 
(We iha* n*t depute a year or more) : 
However, Stella, be not troubled, ^ 

•Although thy iize and years are doubled* 
Since firft I faw thee at fixteen, 
Th^ brighteft virgin on the green: 
So little is thy form dccfin'd ; 
Made up fo largely in thy imnd. 

Oh^ would it pleafe the gods xo^Ht 
Thy beauty, itze, and years, and wit I 
No age could fumifh out a pair 
Of nymphs fo gracefid, wife, and fiur; 
With haJf the luftre of your eyes, 
Wi& half your ^t, your yieftn, and ftze. 
And then, before h grew too late. 
IHbw ihould I beg of gentle Fate 
(<Tkat either nymph smght have her fwefai) 
To fplit my woiihip toa in. twain 1 
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DR. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFT. 1719: 

DEAR Dean, fince in cruxes and/««/ yon and I dealj 
Pray why is a woman a fieve and a riddle ? 
'Tis a thought that came into my noddle this morning; 
In bed as I lay. Sir, a-toiling and turning. 
You '11 find, if you read but a few of your UHories, 
AU women as Eve, all women are myileries. 
To find out this riddle I know you '11 be eager. 
And make every one of the fex a fielphegor. 
JBut that v(411 not do, for I mean to commend them : 
I fwear without jefl, I an honour intend them. 
In a fxeve. Sir, their autient extraction I quite tell. 
In a riddle I give you their power and their title. 
This I told you before : do you know what I mean. Sir 
** Not I, by my troth. Sir."— Then read it again, SIj 
The reafon I fend you thefe Hues of rhymes double^ 
Is purely through pity, to fave you the trouble 
Of thinking two hours for a rhyme as you did laft; 
When your Pegafus canter'd it triple, and rid faft. 
As for my litde nag, which I keep at PamaiTus, 
With Phcebus's leave, to run with his afles. 
He goes flow and fure, and he never is jaded. 
While your fiery fteed is whipp'd, ipurr'd, baftinaded* 

THE DEAN'S ANSWER.. 

IN reading your letter alone in my hackney. 
Your damnable riddle my poor brains did rack nigh* 
And when with much labour the mattter I crackt, 
I found you^ miflaken in matter of fad. 

A wo- 
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A woman 's no fieve (for with that you begin), 
Becaufe (he lets out more than e'er Aie takes in. 
^d that (he '^s a riddle, can never be right. 
For a riddle is dark, but a woman is light. 
But, grant her a fieve, I can fay fomething archer: 
Pray what is a man ? he 's a fine linen ^^rr^^^. 

Now tell me a thing that wants interpretation. 

What name for a * maid, was the firfl man's damnation ? 

If your worihip will pleafe to explain me this rebus, 

I fwear from henceforward ydu fhall be my Phoebus. 

From my hackney-coach, Sept. i x, 
17x99 paft 12 at noou* 



STELLA'S BIRTH -DAY, 1720. 

AL L travellers at firft incline 
Where-e'er they fee the faireft fign ; 
And, if they find the chambers neat. 
And like the liquor and the meat, 
Wm call again, and recommend 
The Angel-inn to every friend. 
What though the painting grows decay'd. 
The honfe will never bfe its trade : 
Nay, though the treacherous upfter Thomas * 
Hangs a new Angel two doors from us. 
As fine as daubers' hands can make it. 
In hopes that (bangers may miftake it, 

• Fir Gin, Man- trap. 

We 
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We think it both a fhine and £n 
To quit the trae (Ad Angd-imu 

Now this is Stella's cnh in hiSt, 
An angePs face a little crack'd 
(Coi^d poets or could painters fix 
How angels look at thirty-iix) : 
This drew us in at firft to find 
In fuch a form an angei'snaadi 
And every virtue now fiipplies 
The faintmg rays of Stella's eyes. 
See at her levee crouding fwains. 
Whom Stella freely entertains 
With breeding, humour, wit, and fenfe; 
And puts them but to fmall expence; 
Their mind to plentifully fills. 
And makes fiich reafonable bills* 
So little gets for what ihe gives, 
*We really wonder how fiie lives ! 
And, had her ftock been leis, no doiibt 
She mufl have long ago run out. 

Then who can think we TI quit the place. 
When Doll hangs out a newer face ? 
<Dr ftop and l^t at Cloe's head. 
With fcraps and leavings to ^e fed ? 

Then, Ctee, fffll go on to prate 
Of thirty-fix and thirty-eight; 
Purfue your trade of fcandal-picking. 
Your hints diat StiHa is no ducken ; 
Your innuendos, when you tell us. 
That Stella loves to talk ^ith fellows : 
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^nd let m^ warn you to believe 

V. truth, for which your foul Hiould grieve ; 

That, fhould you live to fee the day 

Vhen Stella's locks muft all he grey* 

^hen age mufl print a fuwovv*d trace 

Dn every feature of her face ; 

Though you, and all your fenfdefs tribe, 

I^ould ait, or time, or nature bribe. 

To make you look like Beauty's Queen, 

And hold for ever at fifteen; 

Mo bloom of youth can ever blind 

The cracks and wrinkles of your mind : 

All men of fenfe will pafs your door. 

And croud to Stdla's ^t fourfcore. 

TO STELLA, 
Who coUedled and tranfcribed his Poems. 1720. 

AS, when a lofty pile is rai^'d. 
We never hear the workmen prais'd. 
Who bring the lime, or place the ftones ; 
But all admire Inigo Jones : • 
So, if this pile of fcatter'd rhymes 
Should be approved in after-times ; 
If it both pleafes and endures. 
The merit and the praife are your€. 

Thou, Stella, wert no longer young. 
When firll for thee my harp was ftrung. 
Without one word of Cupid's darts. 
Of killing eyes, or bleeding hearts : 

Vol- XLIL N ^\ii^. 
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With Friendfhip and Eileem pofleft, 
I ne'er admitted Love .a gueft. 

In all the habitudes of life. 
The friend, the mifh-efs, and the wife. 
Variety we ftill purfue. 
In pleafure (eek for fomething new; 
Or elfe, comparing with the reft. 
Take comfort, that our own is beft; 
The beft we value by the worft, 
(As tradefmcn (hew their trafh at firfl) : 
But his purfuits were at an end. 
Whom Stella choofes for 2i friend. 

A Poet ftarvmg in a garret. 
Conning all topicks like^i parrot. 
Invokes his Miib-efs and his Mufe, 
And ftays at home for want of (hoes : 
Should but his Mufe defcending drop 
A flice of bread and mutton-chop ; 
Or kindly, when his credit *s out. 
Surprize him with a pint of ftout ; 
Or patch his broken ftocking-foals. 
Or fend him in a petk of coals; 
Exalted in his mighty mind. 
He flies, and leaves the liars behind ; 
Counts all his labours amply paid. 
Adores her for the timely aid. 

Or, (hould a porter make enquiries 
For Chloe, Sylvia, Phyllis, Iris ; 
Be told the lodgbg, lane, and fign. 
The bowers that hold thofe nymphs divr 



TO $ T^ LL A» tyf 

^air Chloe would perhaps be fbond 
^^ith footmen tippling underground; 
T^e charming S^via beating flax, 
^*^^r (houlders mark'd i^ith bloody tracks; 
^^ght Phyllis mending ragged (mocks; 
-^rid radiant Iris in the pox. 
^^tefe are the goddefles enroled 
-^*\ Curll's colleftion, new and old, 
^V"hofe fcoundrel fethers would not know 'em, 
^^ they (honld meet them in a poem. 
True poets can deprefs and raife, 
•^^re lords of infamy and praife ; 
^^hey are not fcurrilous in fatire, 
^^or vnM in panegyrick flatter. 
Tjnjuftly poets we afperfe; 
^Truth (hints the brighter clad in^erfe; 
-And ail the fi^ons they purfuc, 
t^o but infinuate what is true. 

Now, (hould my praifes owe their truth 
*ro beauty, drefs, or paint, or youth, 
"What Steics call 'without our po^ver, 
*rhey could not be infur^d an hour : 
*Twere grafting on an annual (hxrk, 
"That muft our expedation mock, 
>And, making one luxuriant (hoot. 
Die the next year for want of root: 
Before I could my verfes bring. 
Perhaps you *re quite another thing. 

So Maevitts, when he drain'd his (kul! 
To celebrate fomc fubtirb trull, 

N2 y:x% 
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His fimilics in order fet. 

And every crambo he could get. 

Had gone through all the common-places 

Worn out by wits, who rhyme on fkces : 

Before he could his poem clofe. 

The lovely nymph had loft her noie* 

Your virtues fafely I commend ; 
They on no accidents depend : 
Let malice look with all her eyes. 
She dares not fay the poet lyes. 

Stella, when you thefe lines tranfcribc. 
Left you fhould take them for a bribe, 
Refolv'd to mortify your pride, 
I '11 here expofe your weaker fide. 

Your fpirits kindle to a flame, 
Mov'd with the lighteft touch of blame; 
And, when a friend in kindnefs tries 
To fhew you where your error lies, 
Convidtion does but more incenfe ; 
Perverfenefs is your whole defence ; 
Truth, judgement, wit, give place tofpight, 
Regardlefs both of wrong and right ; 
Your virtues all fufpended wait 
Till time hath opened reafon's gate ; 
And, what is worfe, your paffion bends 
Its force againft your neareft friends. 
Which manners, decency, and pride. 
Have taught you from the world to hide: 
In vain ; for, fee, your friend hath brought 
To public light your only fault; 
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And yet a fault we often find 

Mix'd in a noble generous mind ; 

And may compare to .Etna's fire, 

Which, though with trembling, all admire; 

The heat, that makes the fummit glow. 

Enriching all the vales below. 

Thofe who in warmer climes complain 

From Phcebus* rays they fuiFer pain, 

Muft own that p^ is largely paid 

By generous wines beneath a ihade. 
Yet, when I find your paffions rife. 

And anger fparkling m your eyes, 

I grieve thofe fpirits ihould be fpent. 

For nobler ends by nature meant. ^ 

One paifion with a different turn 

Makes wit inflame. Granger bum: 

So the fun's heat with different power» 

Ripens the grape, the liquors fours: 

Thus Ajax, when with rage poffeil 

By Pallas breath'd into his breail. 

His valour would no more employ. 

Which might alone have conquer'd Troy; 

But, blinded by refentment, feeks 

for vengeance on his friends the Greeks, 

You think this turbulence of blood 
From (bgnating preferves the flood. 
Which thus fermenting by degrees 
Exalts the fpirits, finks the kes, 

Stella, for once you reafon wrong; 
For, faould this ferment lailtpo long* 

^3 ' ^, 
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By time fubfiding, yoa may find 
Nothing but acid left behind ; 
From paflion you may then be freed,. 
When peeviftinefs and fpleen fucceedw 

Say, Stella, when you copy next,. 
Will you keep ftridUy to the text ? 
Dare you let thefe reproaches fland^ 
And to your failing fet your hand ? 
Or, if thcfe lines your anger fire,. 
Shall they in bafer flames expire? 
Whenever they burn, if burn they muft,. 
They *il prove my accufation juft. 
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Vifiting me in my Sicknefs, 1720.*^ 

PALLAS, obferving Stella's -wit 
Was more than for her fex was fit^ 
And that her beauty, foon or late. 
Might breed coafufion in the ftate. 
In high concern for human- kind, 
Fix'd honour in her infant mind. 

But (not in wranglings to engage 
With fuch a flupid vicious age) 
If h^onour I would here define. 
It anfwers faith in things divine. 
As natural life, the body warms. 
And, fcholars teach, the {bul informs ^ 
So honour animates the whole^ 
And is the fpirit of the foul. 

♦ Sec the verfcs on her Birth-day, 17:63.4, 
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Thofe namercMtt virtues whkik the tribe 
Of tedious moralifts deicrit>e. 
And by fuch vanoos titles call. 
True honour comprehends them afl. 
Let melancholy rule fupreme,. 
Choler prefide, or blood, or phlegm. 
It makes no difference ik\ the cafe. 
Nor is complexi(m honour's place. 

But, left we ihould for honour take 
The drunkmi quarrels of a rake; 
Or think it feated in a fear. 
Or on a proud triumphal car. 
Or in the payment of a debt 
V^e lofc with fharpcrs at picquet ; 
Or when a whore in her vocation 
Keeps punctual to an sfTignation ; 
Or that on which his lordihip fwears. 
When vulgar knaves would lofe their ears; ^ 
Let Stella's fair example preach 
A leiTon fhe alone can teach. 

In points ©f honour to be try'd. 
All palHons mufl be laid afide : 
Afk no advice, but think alone ; 
Suppofe the queftion not your o;vn. 
How (hall I a£l? is not the cafe; 
But how would Brutus in my place ? 
In fuch a cafe would Cato bleed ?• 
And how would Socrates proceed ? 

Drive all objedticns from your miad> 
Elfc you relapfc to human-kind : 

^ 4 AaihidQm^ 
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Ambition, avarice, and la£t. 

And fa6lious rage, and breach of tra^ 

And flattery tipt with nanfeons fleer 

And guilty ihame, and fervile fear. 

Envy, and cruelty, and pride. 

Will in your tainted heart prefide. 

Heroes and lieroines of old 
By honour only were inroU'd 
Among their brethren in the fkies. 
To which (though late) (hall Stella rif^^ 
Ten thoufand oaths upon record 
Are not fo facred as her word : 
The world Ihall in its atoms end. 
Ere Stella can deceive a friend. 
By honour feated in her breaft 
She ftill determines what is beft i 
What indignation in her mind 
Againft inflavers of mankind 1 
Bafe kings, and minifters of ftate. 
Eternal objedls of her hate ! 

She thinks that nature ne'er defign*d 
Courage to man alone confin'd. 
Can cowardice her fex adorn. 
Which moft expofes ours to fcorn ? 
She wonders where the charm appears 
In FlorimePs afFedled fears; 
For Stella never leam'd the art 
At proper times to fcream and ftart ; 
Nor calls up all the houfe at night. 
And fwears Ihe faw a thing in white. 
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X>on never flies to cat her hoe. 
Or throw ctM water in her hce, 
Secaafe (he heard a fodden dniin» 
Or found an earwig in a plum. 

Her hearers are amaz'd horn whence 
Proceeds that fond of wit and fenie; . 
'IVhich, thoagh her modefty woold ihroody 
IBreaks like the fun behind a ckxid; 
'While gracefblnefs its art oonceals. 

And yet through every motion fteals. 
Say, Stc]la> was Prometheus blind. 

And, forming you, miAook your kind ? 

No; 'twas for you alone he ftde 

The fire that forms a manly foul; 

Then, to complete it every way. 

He moulded it with female clay : 

To that you owe the noUer flame. 

To this the beauty of your frame. 
How would ingratitude delight. 

And how would cenfure glut her (pight. 

If I fhould Stella's kindnefs hide 

In filence, or forget with pride ! 

When on my fickly couch I lay. 

Impatient both of night and day. 

Lamenting in unmanly drains, 

Call'd every power to eafe my pains; 

Then Stella ran to my relief 

With cheerful face and inward grief; 

And, though by Heaven's feverc decrer 

She fuffers houriy more than me» 
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No cruel maHer could require* 
From (lav^s employ'd for daily hire. 
What Stella, by her fiiendlhip warm'd*. 
With vigour and delight pcrform'd: 
My finking -fpirits now fupplies 
With cordials in her hands and eyes;. 
Now with a foft and filent tread 
Unheard ihe moves about my bed. 
I fee her tafte each naufeous draught f 
And fo obligingly am caught, 
I blefs the hand from whence they came,. 
Nor dare diftort my face for fhame. 

Beft pattern of true friends I beware :. 
You pay too dearly for youp care. 
If, while your tendemefs fecures 
My life, it mull endanger yours ; 
For fuch a fool vyas never found. 
Who puU'd a palace to the ground,. 
Only to have the ruins made 
Materials fqr an houfe decay'd^ 

AN ELEGY 

On the Death of DEMAR, the Usu 

WTio died the 6th of July, 1720. 

J^NOW allmen by thefe prefents, Death th 
# V By mortgage hath fecur'd the corpfe of D 
Nor caxi four hundred thou/and Jier ling pound 
Redeem him from his prifcm under ground. 



A H £ L £ G Y. 1S7 

His hein might well, of all hb wealth poflje{s'd> 

Beftowr to buy him ooe iron cheiL 

Plums the god of wealth wiU* joy to know 

Hb faithfbl fteward in the ihades below. 

He walk'd dae ftreets, and w(ve a direadbare doak^ 

He ^'d and fupp'd at charge of other folk : 

And by his looks> had he held oat his palms^ 

He might be thought an objed fit for alms. 

So, to the poor if he refus'd his pelf. 

He Hs'd them full as kincUy as himfelf. 

Where'er he went, he never faw his htiUrsi 
lords, knight St ^xidi /quires, were all his humble debtors; 
And under hanJ 2caA/eal the Irifh nation 
Were forc'd to own to him their obligation. 

He that could once have half a kingdom bought^ 
In half a minute is not worth a groat. 
His coffers from the ccffiiz could not fave> 
Nor all his inter eft keep him from the grave. 
A golden monument would not be right, 
^ecaufe we wifh the earth upon him light. 

Oh London tavern * ! thou haft loft a friend. 
Though m thy walk he ne'er did farthing fpend i 
He /oarZ'V the pence, when others touched the/©/; 
The hand that fign*d the mortgage paid the ihot. 

Old as he was, no vulgar known difeafe 
On him could ever boaft a power to feize; 
*' t But, as he weigh'd his gold, grim Death in fpight 
*' Caft-in his dart, which made three moidores light; 

• A tavern in Dublin, where Dcmar kept his office, 
f Thcfc four lines were written by StcHa. 
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^' And> as he Haw his darling moae^ fail, 
" Blew his laft breath, to fink Ac lighter fcale." 
He who fo long was cumnt, ^twould be ftrange 
If he fhould now be rryV ^^ku/jb feice his cbangt, 

Thcjixton (hall green fods on thee befiow; 
Alas, the^;r/o« is thy bankir now ! 
A difmal bonier muit that bofiker be. 
Who gives no bills but ofmortalify. 

EPITAPH ON A MISER. 

BENEATH this verdant hillock lies 
Demar, the iveakiy and the tjoi/e. 
His heirs, that he might fafely reft. 
Have put his car cafe in a cheft\ 
Th^ very cheft in which, they fay. 
His other f elf y his moneys lay. 
And, if his heirs continue kind 
To that dear y^^ he left behind, 
I dare believe, that four in five 
Will think his better halfzHiYt. 

TO MRS. HOUGHTON OF BORMOUNT, 
Upon praifing her Hulband to Dr. Swift. 

YOU always are making a God of your Spoufe; 
But this neither Reafon nor Confcience allows: 
Perhaps yxm will fay, 'tis in gratitude due. 
And you adore him, becaufe he adores you. 
Your argument's weak, and fo you will find ; 
For you, by this rule, mull adore, all mankind. 
\r VERSES 
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VERSES WRITTEN ON A WINDOW, 
AttheDEANRY HoirsE> St. Patrick's. 
R E ^e guefts of this houfe ftiH doom'd to be 
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cheated ? [treated. 

3 are, the fates have decreed they by halves fhould ba 
Xii the days of good ♦John, if you came here to dine, 
^ou had choice of good meat, but no chcnce of good 
Xn Jonadian's reign, if you come here to eat, [wine. 
'Vou have choiceofgood wine, butnochcnce of good meat. 
Oh, Jove ! then how fully might all fides be Meft, 
'Would'ft thou but agree to this humble requeft ! 
Tut both deans in one ; or, if that's too much trouble^ 
Inftead of die deans, make the deanry doable. 

ON ANOTHER WINDOWf- 

A BARD, on whom Phoebus ins fpirit beftow'd, ' 
Refolving t' acknowledge the bounty he ow'd. 
Found out a new method at once of confeffing. 
And making the moft of fo mighty a blefling : 
To the God he'd be grateful ; but mortals he'd choufe. 
By making his patron prefide in his houfe ; 
And wifely forefaw this advantage from thence. 
That the God would in honour bear moft of th* expence : 
So the bard he finds drink, and leaves Phoebus to treat 
Wth the thoughts he infpires, regardlefs of meat. 
Hence they that come hither expelling to dine. 
Are always fobb'd off with fhecr wit and (hcer wine. 



* Dean Sterne was diftinguiihed for hit bofpitality* 
•f By Dr* Dclany, in conjunftion with Stella. 
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APOLLO to the DEAN, 1720, 

RIGHT trafly, and fo forth — ^wc let you to know 
We are very ill us'd by you mortals below. 
For, firft, I have often by chemifls been told. 
Though I know nothing an % it is I that make gold. 
Which when you have got, you fo carefully hide it. 
That, fince I was bom, I hardly have fpy'd it. 
Then it muft be allow'd, that, whenever I fhine^ 
I forward the grafs, and I ripen the vine; 
To me the good fellows apply for relief 
Without whom they could get neither claret nor leef: 
Yet their wine and their vi6luals thefe curmudgeoft 

lubbards 
Lock up .from my %ht in cellars and cupboards. 
That I have an ill eye, they wickedly think. 
And taint all their meat, and four all their drink. 
But, thirdly and laftly, it muft be allow'd, 
I alone can infpire the poetical crowd : 
Thb is gratefully own'd by each boy in the college. 
Whom if I infpire, it is not -to my knowledge. 
Tins every pretender to rhyme will admit. 
Without troubling his head about Judgement or wit. 
Thefe gentlemen ufe anc with kindnefs and freedom 5 
And as for thfir works, when I pleafe I may read 'em^ 
They lie. open on purpofe on counters and ftalls ; 
And the tides I view, when I fhine on the walls. 
But a comrade of yours, that traitor Delany, 
Whom I for your fake love better diaii any. 
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kttd, of'fny mere motion and fpec'tal good grace 9 

itended in time to fucceed in your place, 

>n Tucfday the tenth feditiouily came 

/ith a certain falfe traitrefs, one Stella by name, 

o the deanry houfe, and on the north glafs, 

Vlierc for fear of the cold I never can pafs, 

'hen and there, ^i l^ armis^ with a certain uteniil, 

>f value five fhillings, in Engliih a pencil, 

>id malicioufly, falfely, and traiteroufly write, 

/hilft Stella aforefaid flood by with a light. 

ly Mer had lately depos'd upon oath, 

liat fhe flopt in her courfe to look at them both^ 

'hat Stella was helping, abetting, and aiding ; 

jid fBll, as he writ, flood fmiling and readings 

'hat her eyes were as bright as myfelf at noon-day, 

at her graceful black locks were all mingled witli grey | 

jid by the defcription I certainly know, 

ris the nymph that I courted fome ten years ago; 

(^om when I with the befl oimy talents endued 

►n her promife of yielding, fhe aded the prude : 

'hat fome verfes were writ with felonious intent, 

y\it€t to the north, where I never yet went-: 

'hat the letters appeared reversed through the pane, 

ut in Stella's bright eyes they were plac'd right again^ 

/herein fhe dilHndlly could read every line, 

und prefently *guefs that the fency was mine. 

he can fwear to the perfon, whom oft' fhe has feen 

Lt night between Cavan Street and College Greexu 

low you fee why his verfes fo feldom are fhown; 

lie reafon is plam, they are none of his own; 
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And obferve while you live, that no man is ikj 
To difcover the goods he came honeHly by. 
If I light on a thought, he will certainly ileal it. 
And, when he has got it, find ways to conceal it: 
Of all the fine things he keeps in the dark. 
There 's fcarce one in ten but what has my mark; 
And let them be fecn by the world if he dare, 
1 '11 make it appear that they 're all ilolen ware. 
But as for the poem he writ on your fa(h, 
I think I have now got him under my laih; 
My filler tranfcrib'd it laft nig^t to his forrow. 
And ^e publick ihall fee 't, if I live till to-morrow. 
Through the zodiac around, it fhall quijckly be iprcad 
In all parts of the globe where your language is KuL' 
He knows very well, I ne'er gave a rcfiifal, 
li^/lien he a&'d ibr my aid in the forms that are ufuaf: 
But the fecret is this ; I did lately intend 
To i^ritc a few verfes pii you, as my friend : 
I fbidied a fortnight, before I could find« 
As I rode in my chariot, a thought to my mind. 
And refoiv'd the next winter (for that is my tim€» 
When the days are at iliorteli) to get it in rhyme; 
I'Ui then it was locked in my box at ParnaiTus ; 
When that fubtle companion, in hopes to furpafs us. 
Conveys out my paper of hints by a trick, 
(For I think in my confcience he deals with Old Kick) 
And, from my own itock provided with topicks. 
He gets to a window beyond both the tropicks ; 
There out of my fight, juft againfl the nortl; zone. 
Writes down my conceits^ and then calls, them iiisovm^ 
•^ And 
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Attd yoa, like a booby, the bubble can fwallow : 
Now who but Delany can write like Apollo ? 
High treafon by ftatute ! yet here you objeft. 
He only ftole hints, but the verfe is correft ; 
Though the thought be Apollo's, 'tis finely exprefs'd; 
So a thief fteals my horfe, and has him well drefs'd. 
Now, whereas the fad criminal feems paft repentance. 
We Phoebus think fit to proceed to his fentence. 
Since Delany has dar'd, like Prometheus his fire. 
To climb to our region, and thence to Ileal fire ; 
We order a vulture, in fhape of the fpleen. 
To prey on his liver, but not to be feen. 
And we order our fubjedls of every degree 
To believe all his verfes were written by me ; 
And, under the pain of our higheft difpleafure. 
To call nothing his but the rhyme and the meafure. 
And laflly, for Stella, juft out of her prime, 
1 'm too much revenged already by time. 
In return to her fcorn, I fend her difeafes. 
But will now be her friend whenever (he pleafes : 
And the gifts I beftow'd her wxVi. find her a lover. 
Though fbe lives to be grey as a badger all over. 

NEWS FROM PARNASSUS, 
• BV DR. DELANY. 

PARNASSUS, February the twenty-feventh. 
The Poets affembled her2 on the eleventh, 
Conven'd by Apollo, who gave them to know, 
lie *d have a vicegerent in his empire below; 

Vol. XLII, O But 
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But dedor'd that no Bard ihould this honour inhent> 
Till the reft had agreed he furpafs'd them'inmerit. 
Now this, you *11 allow, was a difficult cafe. 
For each Bard believ'd he 'd a right to the place; 
So, finding th' afTembly grow warm in debate. 
He put them in mind of liis Phaeton's fate: 
*Twas urg'd to no purpofe; difputes higher rofe. 
Scarce Phcebus himfelf could their quarrels «timpofe; 
Till at lengdi he determined that every "Bard 
Should (each in his turn) be patiently heard. 

Firft, one who believ'd he excelled in tranfladon, 
Founds his claim on the dodhine of man's tranfinigntioi 
*' Since the foul of great Milton was given to me, 
*' I hope the convention will quickly agree.** 
*' Agree!" quoth Apollo: *' from whence is this fbo 
'' Is he juft come from reading Pythagoras at fthool 
** Be gone 1 Sir, you 've got your fubfcriptions in tini 
*' And given in return neither reafon nor rhyme." 
To the next, fays the God, " Though now I woi 

" chufe you, 
" I '11 tell you the reafon for which I refufe you: 
*' Love's goddefs has oft' to her parents complained 
" Of my favouring a Bard who her empire difdainM 
" That, at my inftigation, a poem you writ, 
*' Which to beauty and youth preferr'd judgement a 

" wit; • 

** That, to make you a Laureat, I gave the firft voi< 
** Infpiring the Britons t' approve of my choice. 
" Jove fent her to me, her power to try; 
f* The Goddefs of Beauty what God can deny? 
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•* She forbids your preferment; I grant her defirc. 
** Appeafe the f;wr Goddefs ; you then may rife higher." 

The next that appeared had good hopes of fucceeding« 
For he merited much for his wit ^nd his breeding. 
'Twas wife in the Britons no favour to Ihpw him^ 
He elfe might exped they ftiould pay what they owe hinu 
And therefore they prudently chofe to difcard 
The Patriot, whofc merits they would not reward- 
The God, with a fmile, bad his favourite advance, 
"*' You were fent by Aftraea her Envoy to France: 
** You bent your ambition to rife in the ftate ; 
** I refirfe you becaufe you could ftoop to be great.** 

Then a $ard who had been a fuccefsful Tranflator, 
*' The Convention allows me a Verfificator." 
Says Apollo, ** You mendon the leaft of your merit; 
•«* By your works it appears you have much of my 

♦* fpirit. 
**« I efteem you fo well, that, to tell you the truth, 
*' The greateft objection againft you *s your yofrth : 
** Then be not concerned you ajre now laid afide; 
'* If you live, you (hall certainly one day pre&de.^ 

Another^ low bending, ApoUo thus greets, 
^* 'Twas I taught your fubjeds to walk through the 

" ftreets." 
*' You taught them to tvaJi / why, they knew it before : 
^' But give me the Bard that can teach them to/oar. 
*' Whenever he claims, *tis his right, 1 '11 confefs, 
*' Who lately attempted my ftyle wdi fuccefs ; 
*' Who writes like Apollo has mod of lus fpirit, 
*' And therefore 'tisjuill diftingmih his merit; 

o 2 *' ^^^l• 
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'' Who makes it appear, by all he has writ, 

*' Hb judgement alone can fet bounds to his wit; 

" Like Virgil correft, with his ovsm native cafe, 

'* But excels even Virgil in elegant praife ; 

*' Who admires the ancients, and knows 'tis their due, 

«* Yet writes in a manner entirely new; 

" Though none with more eafe their depths can explore, 

*' Yet whatever he wants he takes from my (tore : 

•• Though I 'm fond of his virtues, his pride I can fe, 

•' In fcoming to borrow from any but me ; 

'* It is owing to this, that, like Cynthia, his lays 

" Enlighten the world by reiledHng my rays." 

This faid, the whole audience foon found out his drift: 
The convention was fummon'd in favour of Swift. 



The RUN upon the BANKERS. 1720. 

THE bold encroachers on the deep 
Gain by degrees hu|;e trafts of land. 
Till Neptune, with one gencftal fwecp. 
Turns all again to barren tbrand. 

The multitude's capricious pranks 

Are faid to reprefent the feas ; 
Which, breaking hankers and the banks, 

Refume their own whene'er they pleafe. 

Money, the life-blood of the nation. 

Corrupts and Magnates in the veins, 
Unlefs a proper circulation 

Its motion and its heat maint^s, 

Becanfe 
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Becaufe 'tis lordly not to pay, 

Quakers and aldermen in ftate 
Like peers have levees every day 

Of duns attending at their gate. 

We want our money on the nail ; 

The banker 's ruin'd if he pays : 
They feem to a£l an ancient tale ; 

The birds are met to ftrip theyayj. 

Riches, the wifeft monarch fings, * 

" Make pinions for tiiemfelves to fly :" 

They fly like bats on parchment <wings; 
And geefe xh.€ir Jtlver plumes fupply. 

No money left for fquandering heirs ! 

Bills turn the lenders into debtors : 
The wifli of Nero now is theirs, 

«* That they had never known their letters.*' 

Conceive the works of midnight hags. 
Tormenting fools behind their backs : 

Thus bankers o*er their bills and bags 
Sit fqueezing images of^vax. 

Conceive the whole enchantment broke ; 

The witches left in open air. 
With power no more than other folk, 

Expos'd with all their magic ware. 

So powerful are a banker's bills. 

Where creditors demand their due; 
They break up counters, doors, and tills. 

And leave the empty cheils in view, 

O3 Thus 
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Thus when an earthquake lets in H^it 

Upon the god of gold and hell. 
Unable to endure the fight. 

He hides within \ns darkeft ceH» 

As when a conjurer takes a leaie 

From Satan for a term of years,. 
The tenant 's in a difhial cafe. 

Whene'er the bloody ^oW appears. 

A hatted banker thus defponds. 

From his own hand forefees his fall 5 

They have )m/oul, who have his bonds i 
*Tis like the writing on the ixjalU 

How will the caitiiF wretch be fcar'd. 
When firft he finds himfelf awake 

At the laft trumpet unprepar'd. 
And all his grand account to make I 

For in that univerfal call 

Few bankers will to Heaven be mounters; 
They '11 cry, " Ye Ihops, upon us fall ! 

" Conceal and cover us, ye counters I'* 

When other hands xht/cales fhall hold. 
And they in men and angels* fight 

Produc'd with all their bills and gold, 
<' Weigh'd in the balance, and found light t" 



The 



E Tt^9 1 
The Description of an IRISH FEAST, 

Tranflated almoft literally out of the Original Irifh. 1720* 
^ROURK'S noble fare will ne'er be forgot. 
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By thofe who were there^ or thofe wlio were not. 
His revels to keep, we fup and we dkie 
Dn feven fcore fheep, fat bullocks, and fwine^ 
7/quebaugh to our feaft in pails was brought up, 
\n hundred at leaft, and a madder* our cup, 
3 there is the fport ! we rife with the light 
.'n diforderly fort from fhoring all night. 
3 how was I trick'd ! my pipe it was broke, 
My pocket was pick'd, I loft my new cloak. 
[ 'm rifled, quoth Nell» of mantle and kercherf : 
Why then fare them well, the de'el take the fearcher. 
Come, harper, ftiike up ; but, firft, by your favour^ 
Boy, give us a cup : ah ! this has fome favour. 
Orourk's jolly boys ne'er dreamt of the matter. 
Till, rous'd by the noife and mufical clatter. 
They bounce from their neft, no longer will tarry. 
They rife ready dreft, without one ave-mary. 
They dance in a round, cutting capers and rans^mg; 
A mercy the ground did not burft with their ftamping. 
The floor is all wet with leaps and with jumps. 
While the water and fweat fphfh-fplafh in their puihps. 
Blefs you late and early, Laughlin O Enagin ! 
By my handily you dance rarely, Margery Grinagin. 
Bring draw for our bed, Ihake it down to the feet. 
Then over us fpread the winnowing fheet : 

* A wooden veflel. f Handkerchief. J An Ijriih oath# 

04 't:^^ 
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Tq fhew I don't flinch, fill the bowl up again ; 
Then give us a pinch of your fneezing, a yean*. 
Good Lord ! what a fight, after all their good cheer, 
For people to fight in the midft of their beer! 
They rife from their feaft, and hot are their brains, 
A cubit at leaft the length of their flceansf . 
What ftabs and what cuts, what clattering of fHcb; 
What ftrokes on the guts, what ballings and kicks ! 
With cudgels of oak well hardened in flame. 
An hundred heads broke, an hundred ftruck lame. 
You churl, I '11 maintain my father built Lulk, 
The caftle of Slain, and Carrick Drumrufk: 
The Earl of Kildare and Moynalta his brother. 
As great as they are, I was nuril by their mother. 
Aik that of old madam \ fhe '11 tell you who's who 
As far up as Adam, ftie knows it is true. 
Come down with that beam, if cudgels are fcarce, 
A blow on the weam, or a kick on the a — fe. 

AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG 
On a Seditious Pamphle tJ, 1720. 

To the Tune of " Packington's Pound.'* 

B ROC ADOS and damafks, and tabbies, and gawfcs, 
Are by Robert Ballentine lately brought over, 
W'ith forty things more : now hear what the law fays, 
Whoe'er will not wear them, is not the king's' lover. 

* Irifli for a woman. -J- Daggers or fhort-fwords. 

\ Propofals for the univerf 1 ufe of Irifh manufadurcs, i^'^ 
which Wateri the printer was I'cvcrcly profecutci* 

|v Though 
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Though a printer and dean 

Seditioufly mean 
true Irifh hearts from old England to wean ; 
I buy Englifh filks for our wives and our daughters^ 
Ate of his deanihip and journeyman Waters* 

ngland the dead in woollen are clad, 
tie dean and his printer then let us cry fye on ; 
€cloath'd like a carcafe, would makeaTcaguemad, 
I a living dog better is than a dead lion. 

Our wives they grow fullen 

At wearing of woollen, 
all we poor fhop-keepers mull our horns pull in. 
1 we '11 buy Englifh filks for our wives and our 
daughters, 
)ite of his deanihip and journeyman Waters, 

lever our trading with England would lunder> 
inflaiTie both the nations do plainly coufpirej 
ufe Irifti linen will foon turn to tinder, 
ad wool it is greafy, and quickly takes fire.' 

Therefore I afTure you. 

Our noble grand jury, 
n they faw the dean's book, they were in a great fury : 
r would buy Englifh filks for their wives and thei? 
daughters, 
lite of his deanfhip and journeyman Waters. 

wicked rogue Waters, who always is iinning> 
nd before ccmm nobus fo oft' has b en call'd, 
:eforward fhall print neither pamphlets nor linen, 
Dd, if Iwcariji^; can do't, fhall be fwingingly mawl'd : 
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And as for the dean. 
You know whom I mean» 
If the printer will peach hiin> he '11 fcaixsecome offckaa. 
Then we '11 buy Englifh Glks for our wires and out 

daughters. 
In fpite of his deanihip and journeyman Wateis. 

THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 

1720. 

WHEN firft Diana leaves her bed. 
Vapours and fteams her look difgrace, 
A frowzy dirty-colour'd red 

Sits on her cloudy wrinkled face : 
But by degrees, when mounted high. 

Her artificial face appears 
I>own from her window in the fky. 

Her fpots are gone, her vifage clears. 
'Twixt earthly females and the moon 

All parallels exadtiy run : 
If Celia fhould appear too foon, 

Alas, the nymph would be undone ! 
To fee her from her pillow rife. 

All reeking in a cloudy fteam, 
Crack'd lips, foul teeth, and gummy eyes. 

Poor Strephon I how would he blafpheme ! 
Three cclours, black, and red, and white. 

So graceful in their proper place. 

Remove them to a different fcite. 

They form a frightful hideous face : 

fo 
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For infbmcc, when the lily fkips 

Into the precinfb of the rofe, 
And takes poffeffion of the lips. 

Leaving the purple to the nofe : 
So Celia went intire to bed. 

All her complexion fafe and found; 
But, when (he rofe, white, black, and red. 

Though (till in fight, had chang'd their grounds 
The. black, which would not be confmM, 

A more inferior ftation feeks. 
Leaving the fiery red behind. 

And mingles in her muddy cheeks* 
But Celia can with eafe reduce. 

By help of pencil, paint, and brufh> 
Each colour to its place and ufe> 

And teach her cheeks again to blufiu 
She knows her early felf no more, 

But fiU'd with adnnration Hands ; 
As other painters oft* adore 

The workmanfhip of th«r own hands* 

Thus, after four important hours, 

Celia 's the wonder of her fex : 
Say, which among the heavenly power* 

Could caufe fuch marvelous effefb ? 
Venus, indulgent to her kind. 

Gave women all their hearts could wifh> 
When firft fhe taught them where to find 

White-lead and Lufitanian* difh. 

• Portugal, 
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Love with white-lead cements his wings : 

White-lead was fent us to repair 
Two brighteft, brittleft, earthly things, 

A lady's face, and China-ware* 
She ventures now to lift the fafti; 

The window is her proper fphere : 
Ah, lovely nymph ! be not too ralh. 

Nor let tlie beaux approach too near. 
Take pattern by yo\xv Jifler ftar: 

Delude at once and blefs our fight ; 
When you are feen, be feen from far. 

And chiefly choofe to ftiine by night. 
But art no longer can prevail. 

When the materials all are gone ; 
The beft mechanic hand muft fail. 

Where nothmg *s left to work upon. 
Matter, as wife logicians fay. 

Cannot without z.form fubfift; 
hvAformy fay I as well as they, 

Mufl fail, if matter brings no grift. 
And this is fair Diana's cafe ; 

For all aflrologers maintain. 
Each night a bit drops off her face. 

When mortals fay Ihe 's in her wane : 
While Partridge* wifely fhews the caufe 

Efficient of the moon's decay. 
That Cancer with his poifonous claws 

Attacks her in the milky ivay : 

• Partridge and Gad bury wrote each an cphemeris. 
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But Gadbury, in art profound. 

From her pale cheeks pretends to fliow. 

That fwain Endymion* is not founds 
Or elfe that Mercury's her foe. 

But, let the caufe be what it will. 

In half a month fhe looks fo thin, 
ThatFlamfteedf can, with all his fkill. 

See but her forehead and her chin. 
Yet, as ihe waftes, fhe grows difcreet. 

Till midnight never fhews her head : 
So rotting Celia ftroUs the ftreet. 

When fober folks are all a-bed : 
For fure, if this be Luna's fate. 

Poor Celia, but of mortal race. 
In vain expefts a longer date 

To the materials of her face. 
When Mercury her trefles mows. 

To think of black-lead combs is vain; 
No pdnting can reftore a nofe^ 

Nor wdl her teeth return again. 
Ye powers, who over love prefide ! » 

Since mortal beauties drop fo foon. 
If ye would have us well fupply 'd. 

Send Us ne'w nymphs with each ne*w moon ! 

* A young ihepherd, of whom Diana was feigned to be 
Enamoured* 

t John Flaxnfteedi the celebrated aftronomer royal* 

THR 
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THE PROGRESS OF POETRV 

THE farzner'6 gooie, win in tlae Axkbh 
Has fed wldioat reftraint or troubk. 
Grown fat with com, and Oxting SdH, 
Can fcarce get o'er the barn-door M ; 
And hardly waddles forth to cool 
Her belly in the neighbouring pool; 
Nor loudly cackles at the door ; 
For cackling fhews the goofe is poor. • 

But, when fhe muft be tum'd to graze* 
And round the barren common ^-ays. 
Hard exercife and harder fare 
Soon make my dame grow lank and (pare: 
Her body light, fhe tries her wings. 
And fcoms the ground, and upward fprings; 
While all the parilh, as (he flies. 
Hear founds harmonious from the fldes* 

Such is the poet fireih in pay 
(The third night's profits of his play) ; 
His morning-draughts till noon can fwill 
Among his brethren of the quill: 
With good roaft beef his belly full. 
Grown lazy^ foggy* fat, and dull. 
Deep funk in plenty and delight. 
What poet e'er could take his flight ? 
Or, ftuf 'd wkh phlegm up to the throat* 
What poet e'er could iing a note? 
Nor Pegafus could bear the load 
Along the high celellial road; 
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The fteed, opprefs'd, would break Iris girth. 
To raife the lumber from the earth. 

But view him in another fcene. 
When all his drink is HippocFene> 
His money fpent, his patrons fail. 
His credit out for cheefe and ale.; 
His ^vo-years ^oat fo fmooth and bare. 
Through every thread it lets in air; 
With hungry meals his body pin'd. 
His guts and belly full of wind; 
And, like a jockey for a race. 
His flefti brought down 'to flying cafe: 
Now his exalted fpirit loaths 
Incumbrances of food and doaths; 
And up he rifes, like a vapour. 
Supported high on wings of paper; * • 
He ^ging flies, and flying fings. 
While from below all Grub-ftreet rings. 

THE SOUTH-SEA PROJECT, ajzu 

** Apparent rannantes in gurgite vafto, 

** Arma viram, tabulseque, ec TroiagMa.<per4ind<s.'* 

Viic. 

YE wife philofophers, cxplam 
What magick makes our money rife. 
When dropt into the Southern main ; 

Or do thefe jugglers cheat our eyes ? 
Put in your money fairly told; 

Prefio ! be gone — *Tis here again : 
Ladies and gentlemen, behold. 
Here 's every piece as big as ten. 

Thus 
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Thus in a bafon drop a fhilling. 
Then fill the veflel to the brim ; 

You Ihall obferve, as you are filling. 
The ponderous metal feems to fwim. 

It rifes both in bulk and height. 
Behold it fwelling like a fop ; 

The liquid medium cheats your fight ; 
Behold it mounted to the top ! 

In dock three hundred thoufand pound; 

I have in view a lord's eftate; 
My manors all contiguous round; 

A coach and fix, and ferv'd in plate ! 

Thus, the deluded bankrupt raves; 

Puts all upon a defperat^ bet; 
Then pimges in the Southern waves. 

Dipt over head and ears— in debt. 

So, by a calenture mifled. 
The mariner with rapture fees. 

On the fmooth ocean's azure bed, 
EnamePd fields and verdant trees : 

With eager hafte he longs to rove 
In that fantaftic fcene, and thinks 

It muft be fome enchanted grove ; 
And in he leaps, and Jo^vn he finks. 

Five hundred chariots, juft'befpoke. 
Are funk in thefe devouring waves. 

The horfes drown'd, the hamefs brokfc. 
And here the owners find their graves. 
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Like Pharaoh, by dircSlors led; 

They with their ^^/7f went fafe before; 
His chariots, tumbling cut the dead. 

Lay fhatter'd on the Red- Sea fhore. 

KaisM up on Hope's afpiring plumes. 

The young adventurer o'er the deep 
An eagle's flight and flate aiTumes, 

And fcoms the middle-way to keep. 

On paper wings he tikes his flight, • 

With *wax tkiz father bound them faft; 

The ixjax is melted by the height. 
And down the towering boy is call. 

A moralift might here explain ^^ 

The rafhnefs of the Cretan youth ; ;^iv f , m • 

Defcribe his fall into the main,. , . . - 
And from a fable form a truth. 

flis fwings are his paternal rent^ 

He melts the ^wax at every flame ; 
iis credit funk, his money fpent, 

/;/ Southern Seas be haves his name^ 

nform us, you that beft can tell. 
Why in yon' dangerous gulph profound, 

V^here hundreds and where thoufands fell. 
Fools chiefly float, the 'wife are drown'd? 

have I fecn from Severn's brink 

A flock oi geefe jump down together; 
wim, wlicre the bird of Jove would fmk. 

And, fwimming, never wet a feather. 
OL. XLH. P ^>ax. 
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But, I affirm, 'ds falfe in fad, 
D tremors better knew their tools; 

We fee the nation's credit crackt. 

Each knave hath made athouland foc^s* 

One fool may from another win. 
And then get off with money ffor'd; 

But, \i dijharper once comes in. 

He throws at all, and fweeps the board. 

' As fifhes on each other prey. 

The great ones fwallowing up the fmall j 
So fares it in the Southern Sea; 
The whale diredors eat up all. 

When Jioe^ is high, they come between,. 

Making by fecond-hand their offers ;; 
Then cunningly retire unfeen. 

With each a mUlion in his coffers. 

So, when upon a moon^fhine night 
An afs was drinking at a ftream ;. 

A cloud arofe, and ftopt the light,. 
By intercepting every beam : 

The day of judgement will be foon 
(Cries out a fage among the croud) ; 

An afs hath fwallow'd up the moon ! 
(The moon lay fafe behind a cloud) ► 

Each poor /uh/criifer to the fea 

Sinks down at once, and there he lies j 
DireSors fall as well as they. 

Their fall is but a trick to rife. 
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So fifties, rifing from the main. 
Can foar with moiften'd wings on high; 

The moifture dry'd, they fmk again. 
And dip their fins again to fly. 

Undone at play, the female troops 

Come here their loffes to retrieve; 
Hide o'er the waves in fpacious hoops. 

Like Lapland witches in a fieve. 

Thus Venus to the fea defccnds. 

As poets feign ; but where 's the moral ? 

It ftiews the Queen of Love intends 

To fearch the deep for pearl and coral. 

The fea is richer than the land, 

I heard it from my grannam's mouth ; 
Which now I clearly underftand. 

For by the fea ftie meant the South, 

I'hus by direSors we are told, " 

'* Pray, Gendemen, believe your eyes ; 
Our ocean 's cover'd o'er with gold. 

Look round and fee how thick it lies : 

We, Gentlemen, are your affifters. 

We '11 come, and hold you by the chin.—** 

Alas ! all is not gold that glillers. 
Ten thoufand fink by leaping in. 

Oh 1 would thofe patriots be fo kind. 

Here in the deep to ivajh their hanJs, 
Then, like Paftolus, we fliould find 

The fea indeed haAgoUen fundi ^ 

P z K^"^v^^ 



x% SWIFT'S POEMSw 

A (hilling in the hath you fling; 

The filver takes a nobler hue. 
By magic virtue in the fpring. 

And feems a gmnea to your view* 

But, as a guinea will not pafs 
At market for a farthing more. 

Shewn through a multiplying-glafs. 
Than what it always did before ; 

So cafl it in the Southern Seas, 
Or view it through 2i jobber* & bill; 

Put on what fpcftades you pleafe. 
Your guinea 's but a guinea flill* 

One night a fool into a brook 

Thus from a hillock looking down, 

T\it golden Jiars for guineas took, 
PisAJilver Cynthia for a crown. 

The point he could no longer doubt; 

He ran, he leapt into the flood; 
There fprawPd awhile, and fcarce got out. 

All cover'd o'er with flime and mud. 

*^ Upon the water caft thy bread, 

" And after many days thou 'It find it;** 

But gold upon this ocean fpread 

Shall fink, and leave no mark behind it» 

There is a gulph, where thoufands fell. 
Here all the bold adventurers came, 

A narrow found, though deep as hell ; 
'Change- Alley is the dreadful name. 



\^' 



THE SOUTH-SEA PROJECT. ai} 

fine times a day it ebbs and flows ; 

Yet he that on the furface lies, 
i^ithout a pilot feldom knows 

The time it falls, or when 'twill rife, 
ibfcribers here by thoufands float. 

And joftle one another down; 
ach paddling in his leaky boat ; 

And h^re they fiih for gold, and drown. 

•Now bury'd in the depth below, 

*' Now mounted up to heaven again. 

They reel and ftaggcr to and fro, 

*' At their wits end, like drunken men." 

can time fecare on Garrawayf cliffs, 

A favage race by fhipwrecks fed, 

e waiting for the fbunder'd fkiifs. 

And ftrip the bodies of the dead. 

t thefe, you fay, are factious lyes. 

From fome malicious Tory's brain ; 

r, where DireSiors get a prize. 

The Swifs and Dutch whole millions drain. 

lus, when by rooks a lord is ply*d. 

Some cully often wins a bet, 

venturing on the cheating fide. 
Though not into the fecret let. 
bile fome build caflles in the air, 
DireSttrs build them in tlie feas; 
hfcrihers plainly fee them there. 
For fools will fee as wife men pleafe. 
Pfalm cvii. f A coffec-houfc In 'Chaog*- Alley. 

P 3 TW% 
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Thus oft' by mariners are (hown 
(Unlefs the men of Kent arc lyars) 

Earl Godwin's caftles overflown. 
And palace-roofs, and fteeple-fpires. 

Mark where the fly DheSlors creep. 
Nor to the fliore approach too nigh ! 

The monfters nefUe in the deep. 
To feize you in your paffing by. 

Then, like the dogs of Nile, be wife. 
Who, taught by inftindl how to fhun 

The crocodile, that lurking lies. 

Run as they drink, and drink and run. 

Antseus could, by magic charms. 
Recover ftrength whene'er he fell ; 

Alcides held him in his arms. 
And fent him up in air to hell. 

DireSors, thrown into the fea. 

Recover ftrength and vigour there; 

But may be tam'd another way, 
Su/pended for a while in air. 

Directors ! for 'tis you I warn. 
By long experience we have found 

What planet rul'd when you were bom ; 
We fee you never can be drown'd. 

Beware, nor over-bulky grow. 

Nor come within your cully's reach; 

For, if the fea fliould fink fo low 
To leave you dry upon the beach. 
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You '11 owe your ruin to your bulk: 

Your foes already waiting ftand. 
To tear you Uke a founder'd hulk, 

Wiiile you lie helplefs on the fand. 

Thus, when a whale has loft the tide. 
The coafters crowd to feize the fpoil ; 

The monfter into parts divide. 

And ifaip the bones, and melt the oiL 

Oh ! may fome miefiem tempeft fwcep 
Thefe locufts whom our fruits have fed. 

That plague DireQors to the deep, 

Driv'n from the South-Sea to the Red! 

May he, whom Nature's laws obey. 
Who lifis the poor, snd^nks the proud, 

"»* Quiet the raging of thc/ea, 

" And ftill the madncfs of the Cfowd I" 

But never (hall our iile have reft,' 
Till thofe devouring /m;/«^ run down, 

•(The devils leaving the pofleft) 
And headlong in the tvaters drown. 

The nation then too late will find. 
Computing all their coft and trouble, 

DireHors* promifes but wind, 

Soutk'Sea at beft a mighty bubble. 
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THE DOG AND SHADOW. 

ORE cibum portans catulus dum fpeftat in undis> 
Apparet liquido pra;da; melioris imago: 
Dum fpeciofa dia damna admiratur, et alte 
Ad laticcs inhiat, cadit imo vortice praeceps 
Ore cibus, nee non fimulachrum conipit una. 
Occupat ille avibus deceptis faucibus umbram; 
Illudit fpecies^ ac dentibus aera mordet. 



TO A FRIEND, 
Who had been much abufcd in many different Libels. 

THE greateft Monarch may be ftabb'd by nighti 
And fortune help the murderer in his flight; 
The vilell ruffian may commit a rape. 
Yet fafe from injur'd innocence efcape; 
And Calumny, by working under ground. 
Can, unreveng'd, the greateft merit wound. 

What 's to be done ? Shall Wit and Learning choofc 
To live obfcure, and have no fame to lofe ? 
By Cenfure frighted out of Honour's road. 
Nor dare to ufe the gifts by Heaven beftow'd ? 
Or fearlefs enter in through Virtue's gate. 
And buy diftin^on at the dearefl: rate ? 

BILLET 
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BILLET to the Company of Players. 

THE inclofed Prologue is formed upon the (lory of 
the Secretary's not fuffcrirg you to ad, unlefs 
i^ou would pay him 300/. per annum y upon which 
rou got a licence from the Lord Mayor to adl as 
ftrollers. 

The Prologue fuppofes, that, upon your being 
forbidden to ad, a company of country-ftrollers came 
and hired the Play-houfe, and your cloaths, &c. to 
ad in. 



THE PROLOGUE. 

OUR fet of flroUcrs, wandering up and down. 
Hearing the houfe was empty, came to town; 
And, with a licence from our good Lord Mayor, 
Went to one Griffith, formerly a player ; 
Eiim we perfuaded, with a moderate bribe. 
To fpeak to Elrington and all the tribe. 
To let our company fupply their places. 
And hire us out their fcenes, and cloaths, and faces. 
Is not the truth the truth ? Look full on me ; 
[ am not Elrington, nor Griffith he. 
When we perform, look fharp among our crew. 
There's not a creature here you ever knew. 
The former folks were fervants to the king ; 
iVe, humble ftrollers, always on the wing. 

Now, 
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Now, for my part, I think upon the whole. 
Rather than ^rve, a better man would ibx^. 

Stay, let me fee — Three hundred pounds a year. 
For leave to adl in town ! 'Tis plaguy dear. 
Now, here 's a warrant ; Gallants, pleafe to mark, 
For three thirteens and fixpence to the clerk. 
Three hundred pounds ! Were I the price to fix. 
The publick Ihould beftow the adors fix. 
A fcore of guineas, given under-hand, 
For a good word or fo, we underftand. 
To help an honeft lad that 's out of place. 
May coft a crown or fo ; a common cafe : 
And, in a crew, 'tis no injuftice thought 
To fhip a rogue, and pay him not a groat. 
But, in the chronicles of former ages. 
Who ever heard of fcrvants paying wages ? 

I pity Elrington with all my heart; 
Would he were here this night to aft my part ! 
I told him what it was to be a ftrdler; 
How free we afted, and had no comptroller : 
In every town we wait on Mr. Mayor, ^^ 
Firft get a licence, then produce our ware ; 
We found a trumpet, or we beat a drum; 
Huzza ! (the fchool-boys roar) the players are come ! 
And then we cry, to (pur the bumpkins on. 
Gallants, by Tuefday next we muft be gone. 
I told him, in the fmootheft way I could. 
All diis and more, yet it would do no good. 
But Elrington, tears falling from his cheeks. 
He that has Ihone with Betterton and Wilks, 
L To 
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o whom our country has been always dear, 
'^ho chofe to leave his deareft pledges here, 
'Vns all your favours, here intends to ftay, 
nd, as a ftroUer, aft in every play : 
nd the whole crew this refolution takes, 
o live and die all ftroUers for your fakes : 
fot frighted with an ignominious name, 
or your difpleafure is their only fhame. 

A pox on Elrington's majelHc tone I 
^ow to a word of bufinefs in our own. 

Gallants, next Thurfday night will be our laft; 
rhen, without fail, we pack up for Belfaft. 
iofe not your time, nor our diverfions mifs, 
^'he next we aft fhall be as good as this. 

EPIGRAM. 

^^REAT folks are of a finer mold; 

^J^ Lord I how politely they can fcold I 

i^hile a coarfe Engliih tongue will itch 

or whore and rogue, and dog and bitch. < 

ROLOGUE to a Play for the Benefit of die 
Distressed Weavers. By Dr. Sheridan. 
Spoken by Mr. Elrington. 1721. 

"^ RE AT cry and litde wool— is now become 
jr The plague and proverb of the Weaver's loom: 
fo wool to work on, neither weft nor warp ; 
lieir pockets empty, and their ftomachs fliarp. 
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Provok'd, in loud complaints to you they cry : 
Ladies, relieve the weavers ; or they die ! 
Forfake your filks for ftufFs ; nor think it ftrange 
To fhift your cloaths, fince you delight in change. 
One thing with freedom I '11 prefume to tell — 
The men will like you every bit as well. 

See, I am drefs'd from top to toe in ftuff; 
And, by my troth, I think I 'm fine enough : 
My wife admires me more, and fwears (he never. 
In any drefs, beheld me look fo clever. 
And, if a man be better in fuch ware. 
What great advantage mull it give the fair ! 
Our wool from lambs of innocence proceeds : 
^ilks come from maggots, callicoes from weeds : 
Hence 'tis by fad experience that we find 
Ladies in filks to vapours much inclined— 
And what are they but maggots in the mind ? 
For which I think it reafon to conclude 
That cloaths may change our temper like our food. ] 
Chintzes are gawdy, and engage our eyes 
Too much about the party-colour*d dyes : 
Although the luftre is from you begun. 
We fee the rainbow, and negleft the fun. 

How fweet and innocent 's the country maid. 
With fmall expence in native wool array'd ; 
Who copies from the fields her homely green. 
While by her ihepherd with delight fhe 's feen I 
Should our fair ladies drefs like her in wool. 
How much more lovely, and how beautiful, 

Widiout 
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A^^'ithout their Indian drapery, they 'd prove, 
"Whilft wool would help to warm us into love I 
Then, like the famous Argonauts of Greece, 
^Wc 'd all contend to gain the Golden Fleece ! 



EPILOGUE, BY THE DEAN, 

Spoken by Mr. Griffith. 

WHO dares affirm this is no pious age. 
When charity begins to tread the ftage ? 
When adlors, who, at beft, are hardly favers. 
Will give a night of benefit to Weavers ? 
Stay — let me fee, how finely will it found ! 
Jmprimisy From his Grace* an hundred pound. 
Peers, clergy, gentry, all are benefadlors; 
And then comes in the item of the adlors. 
IttMy The adlors freely gave a day — 
The Poet had no more who made the Play. 

But whence this wondrous charity in Players ? 
They learnt it not at Sermons, or at Prayers : 
Under the rofe, fmce here are none but friends, 
(To own the truth) we have feme private ends. 
Since waiting-women, like cxadHng jades. 
Hold up the prices of their old brocades ; 
We '11 drefs in manufaSiures made at home. 
Equip our kings and generals at The Combf * 

• Archbishop King. 

f A ftrcct famouj for Woolkn Manufactures. 
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We *11 rig from Meath-ftrect -Egypt's haughty queen, 

And Antony Ihall court her in ratteen. 

In blue Jhalloon fhall Hannibal be clad> 

Aud Scipio trail an Irifh purple plaid. 

In drugget dreft, of thirteen pence a yard. 

See Philip's fon amidft his Perfian guard; 

And proud Roxana, fir'd with jealous rage. 

With fifty yards of crape fhall fweep the ftagc. 

In fhort, our kings and princeffes within 

Are all refolv'd this projed to begin; 

And you, our fubjeds, when you here refort, 

Mufl imitate the fafhion of the Court. 

Oh ! could I fee this audience clad mftuff^ 
Though money 's fcarce, we fhould have trade enough: 
But chini%.€, hrocadesy and lacey take all away. 
And fcarce a crown is left to fee a play. 
Perhaps you wonder whence this friendfhip fprings 
Between the Weavers and us Play-houfe Kings ; 
But Wit and Weaving had the fame beginning; 
Pallas firft taught us Poetry and Spinning ; 
And, next, obferve how this alliance fits. 
For Weavers now arc jull as poor as V/its : 
Their brother quill-men, workers for the llagc. 
For forryy?j^can get a crown a page; 
But Weavers will be kinder to tlie Players, 
And fell for twenty-pence a yard of theirs. 
And, to your knowledge, tliere is often lefs in 
The Poct*s wit, tlian in the Player's drefling. 
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A POEM, BY DR. DELANY, 
On the preceding Prologue and Epilogue.- 

*• Foemiceo generl trlbuantur/* 

THE Muies, whom the richeft iUks array, 
Refufe to fUng their ihining gowns away : 
The pencil clothes the Nine in bright brocades> 
And gives each colour to thepidlur'd maids; 
Far above mortal-drefs the ilfters fhine. 
Pride in their Indian robes, and moil be fine. 
And fhall two Bards in concert rhyme and huiF, 
And fret thefe Mufes with their Play-houfe ftaff ? 

The Player in mimic piety naay ilorm. 
Deplore the Comb, and bid her Heroes arm : 
The arbitrary mob, in paltry rage. 
May curfe the Belles and Chintzes of the age: 
Yet ftill the Artifl Worm her Silk fhall (hare. 
And fpin her thread of life in fervice of the fair^ 

The Cotton-plant, whom fatire cannot blaft. 
Shall bloom the favourite of theie realms, ahdlaf{; 
Like yours, ye Fair, her fame from cenfure grows> 
Prevails in charms, and glares above her foes : 
Your injur'd plant fhall meet a loud defence. 
And be the emblem of your innocence. 

Some Bard, perhaps, whofc landlord was a Weaver, 
Penn'd the low Prologue, to return a favour : 
Some neighbour Wit, that would be in the vogue, 
Work'd with his friend, and wove the Epilogue. 
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Who weaves the chaplet, or provides the bays. 
For fuch Wool-gathering Sonnetteers as thefe ? 
Hence then, ye home-fpun Witlings, that perfuadc 
Mifs Chloe to the fafhion of her maid. 
Shall the woide Hoop, that ftandard of the town. 
Thus ad fubfervient to a Poplin Gown ? 
Who 'd fmell of wool all over ? 'Tis enough 
The under-petticoat be made of fluff. 
Lord ! to be wrapt in flannel juft in May, 
When the fields drefs'd in flowers appear fo gay! 
And ftiall not Mifs htjionver^d as well as they? 

In what weak colours would the plaid appear, 
Work'd to a quilt, or fludded in a chair ! 
The fkin, that vies with filk, would fret with fhiff; 
Or who could bear in bed a thing fo rough ? 
Ye knowing Fair, how eminent that bed. 
Where the Cliintze diamonds with the Silken Thread, 
Where ruftling curtains call the curious eye. 
And boaft the ftreaks and paintings of the Iky ! 
Of flocks they 'd have your milky ticking full; 
And all this for the benefit of wool ! 

*' But where," fay they, " ftiall we beftow dicfe 
'' Weavers, 
** That fpread our (Ireets, and are fuch piteous cravers?** 
The Silk-worms (brittle beings!) prone to fate. 
Demand their care to make their webs complete : 
Thefe may they tend, their promifcs receive ; 
We cannot pay too much for what they give ! 
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)N GAULSTOWN HOUSE. 
BY DR. DELANY*. 

rIS fo old, and fo ugly, and yet fo convenient. 
You 're fomedmes in pleafure, though often in 
pain in't: 
s fo large, you may lodge a few friends with eafe in 't; 
1 may turn and ftretch at your length if you pleafe 

in*t: 
s fo little, the family live in a prefs in *t, 
ipoor Lady Betty t has fcarce room to drefs in *lz 
s fo cold in the winter, you can't bear to lie in 't; 
d fo hot in the fummer, you 're ready to fry in 't: 
s fo brittle, 'twoidd fcarce bear the weight of a tun; 
: fo Haunch, that it keeps out a great deal of fun : 
s fo crazy, the weather with eafe beats quite 

through it, 
i you Vc fbrc'd every year in fomepart to renew it, 
5 fo ugly, fo ufcful, fo'big, and fo little ; 
ilo &umch,and'fo crazy, fo Ib-ong, and fo brittle; 
i at one time fo hot, and another fo cold; 
I part of the new, ana part of the old ; 
> jufl half a bleffing, and juft half a curfe— > 
\Qi then, dear George, it Were better or worfe. 

The feat of George Rochfoit, efq. (father to the Earl of 
idere); where Dr. Swift and an agreeable fet of friends fpent 
of the fummer of 1721. - 

Daughter ta the Earl of Drogheda, and the wi^ o( Mt» 
rfort. 
OL. XLII. CL '^^^'^ 
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THE COUNTRY-LIFE. 

Part of a Summer fpent at Gaulstown-House. 

THALIA, tell in fober lays. 
How George»,Nimt>Dant,Dean§,pafs their days 

And, fhould our Gaulftown's art grow fallow, 

Ytt Neget guts carmina Gallo? 

Here (by the way) by Gallus mean I \ 

Not Sheridan, but friend Delany. 

Begin, ipy Mufe. Firft from our bowers 

We fally forth at different hours ; 

At feven the Dean, in night-gown dreft, 
'Goes round the houfe to wake the reft ; 1' 

At nine, grave Nim, and George facetious, 
«Go to the Dean, to read Lucretius ; 

At ten, n\y Lady comes and he^rs. 

And kiires George, and ends our le^ures; 

And when (he has him by the neck faft, I 

Halls'^im, and fcolds us down tobrcakfaft. 

We (quander there an ^hour or'more. 

And then all hands, boys,- to ^e oar j 

All, heterocHte Dan except, 

^ho neither dme nor order ke|$t, i 

♦ Mr. Rochfort. 

^ ^His brother, Mr. John Rochfort, who was called Nimro 
(rom his^eat attachment to the chace, 
\ ReT.l>aaieiJa€kfo% % Dr.Swift« 

Bu 
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by peculiar whimiies drawn, 

5 in the ponds to look for fpawn; 

ees the work, or Dragon* rows, 

lars a text, or mends bi€ k€»fe; 

but proceed wc in our journal — < j[ 

/o, or after, we return aU : 

. the four elements affembling, 

iM by the bell, all folks eome trembling: 

I airy garrets fome defcend, 

from the lake's rcmoteft end : J^ 

^ordf and Dean the fire forfake ; 
leaves the earthly fpadc and rake : 
loiterers quake, no corner hides thcra. 
Lady Betty foundly cHdes them. 
water 's brottg^^, and dmner 's done: ^^ 

" Church and King'* the lady 's gone; 
reckoning half an houf we pafs 
Iking o'«r a moderate glafs). 

growing drowfy, like a thief 
s off to dofe away his beef; 40 

this mail pafs for reading Hammond— 
3 George and Dean go to back^tmRK>n« 
ge, Nim, and Dean, fet out H four, 
then again, boys, to die oar. 
^hen the fun goes ta the deep, 4J 

to diflurbhim in his deep, 

L rmaUbiyoac To called. 

At. Rochfort's father was Lord Chief Baroo of the Exche- 

1 Ireland. 

0^2 ^S^ 
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Or make a rumbling o'er his head> 

His candle out, and he a-bed) 

We watch his motions to a minute. 

And leave the flood when he goes in ^ 50 

Now (tinted in the fhortening day. 

We go to prayers, and then to play. 

Till Tapper comes ; and after that 

We fit an hour to drink and chat. 

'Tis late-^the old and younger pairs, -JJ 

jSy Adam* lighted, walk up flairs. 

The weary Dean goes to his chamber; 

And Nim and Dan to garret clamber. 

So when the cirde we have run. 

The curtain falls, and all is done. ^60 

. I might have mentioned feveral fz&s. 

Like epifodes between theadls; 

And tell who lofes and who wins. 

Who gets a cold, who breaks his fhins^ 

How Dan caught nothing in his net, ^6j 

And how the boat was overfet. 

For brevity I have rctrench'd 

How in the. lake the Dean was drench'd : 

It would be att exploit to brag on, 

How valiant George rode o'er the Dragon; 70 

How fleady in the dorm ^e fat. 

And fav'd his oar, but lofl his iiat : 

Now Nim (no hunter e'er could match him) 

Still brbgs us hares, when he can catch than: 



• The butler. 
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How fkilfully Dan mends his nets; . 75 

How fortune fails him when he fets : 

Or how the Dean delights to vex 

The ladies> and lampoon their fex. 

I might have told how oft' Dean Perdvale 

Difplays his pedantry unmerciful; 8e 

How haughtily he cocks his nofe. 

To tell what every fchool-bojr knows ; 

And with his finger and his thumb. 

Explaining, ftrikes oppofers dumb i 

But* now there needs no more be faid on *t, , 85 

Nor how his wife, that female pedant. 

Shews all her fecrcts of houfe-keeping ; 

For candles how fhe trucks her dripping ; • 

Was forc'd to fend three miles for yeaft> . 

To brew her ale, and raife her pafte; 90 

Tells every thing tliat you can think of. 

How fhe cur'd Ciiarly .of the chin-cough ; 

What gave her brats and pigs tlie mealies. 

And. how her doves were killed by weafels ; 

How Jowler howPd, and what a fright 9c 

She had with dreams the other night. 

But now, fmce I have gone fo far on, 
A word or two of Lord Chief Baron ; 
And tell how little weight he fets 
On all Whig papers and Gazettes; 100 

But for the politics of Pue, 
Thinks every fyllable is true. . 
And fince he owns the King of Sweden 
Is dead at laft, without evading, 

0^3 "^Q^ 
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Now all his hopes are in the Czar : 
" Why, Mufcovy is not fb fer: 
" Down the Black Sea, and up tha Streights, 
*' And in a month he *s at yoar gates; 
*' Perhaps, from what the packet brings, 
'^ By Chriftmas we fhall fee ilrangc dungs.** 
Why ftiould I tell of ponds and drains. 
What carps we met with for our pain^; 
Of fparrows tam'd, and nuts innumerable 
To choak the girls, and to comfume a rabble? 
Bat you, who are a fcholar, know 
How tranfient all things are below. 
How prone to change is human life I 
Lafl night arriv'd Clem* and his wife — 
This grand event hath broke our meafures ;. 
Their reign began with cruel feizures : 
The Dean mull with his quilt fupply 
The bed in which thofe tyrants lie : 
NiiTi loft his wig-blcck, Dan his Jordan 
(My lady fays, (he can't afford one) 'y 
George is half-fcar'd out of his wits. 
For Clem gets all the dainty bits. 
Henceforth exped a different furvey. 
This 1 louie will foon turn topfy-turvey : 
They talk of further alterations, 
''Wliich caiiles many fpeculations, 

* Mr» Clement Barry. 
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'HOMAS SHERIDAN, CLERKk. 

TO GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN, ESQ;, 
July 15, 1 721, at night. 

f* *D have you t' know, George*, Danf, Deant> and 

L Nim§, 

Tiat I 've learned how verfe t' compofb trim. 

Inch better b' half th'n you, n'r you, n'r him, 

nd th't I 'd rid'cole their 'nd your flam-flim. 

y' b't then, pVhaps, fays you, t's a m'rry whim 

rith 'bundance of mark'd notes i* th' rim, 

) th't I ought n't for t' be morofe 'nd t' look grim* 

hink n't your 'p'ftle put m' in a meagrim j. 

hough *n rep't't'on day, I 'ppcar ver* flim* 

h' laft bowl 't Helfham's did m' head t' fwim,.. 

> th't I h'd man' aches 'n 'v'ry fcrubb'd limb, 

aufe th' top of th' bowl I h'd oft. us'd t' fkim; 

nd b'fides D'lan'fwears th'tl h'dfwall'w'd f'v'r'I brim- 

ers, 'nd that my vis'ge 's cov^r.'d o'er, with r'd pim- 

es: m'r'o'er though m' fcuU were (s' tis n't) 's 

ftrong's tim- 
T, 't mud have ak'd. Th' clans of th' c'Uedge 

Sanh'drim, 
•es'nt the'r humbl' and 'feft'natc refpc£ls ; that 's t' fay^ 
D'lan', 'chlin, P. Ludl', Die' St'wart, H'l(ham„ 
capt'n P'rr' Walmfl', 'nd Longfh'nks TimmH. 

• Geo.Rochfort. f Mr. Jackfon. 

t Dr. Swifr. § J. RochFort. 

Ij Dr. James Stopford, afterwards biihop of Cloyne. 
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GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN'S ANSWER. 

DEAR Sheridan ! a gentle pair 
Of Gaulftown lads (for fuch they are), 
Beiides a brace of grave divines. 
Adore the- fmoothnefs of thy lines; 
Smooth as our bafon's filver flood. 
Ere George had robb'd it of its mud; 
S moodier than Pegafus' old fhoc. 
Ere Vulcan comes to make him ne^-. 
The board on which we fet our a— s. 
Is not fo fmooth as are thy v«rfes, 
Compar'd with which (and that 's enough) 
A fmootliing-iron itfelf is rough. 
Nor praife I lefs that circumcifion. 
By modern poets call'd elifion. 
With which, in proper ftation plac'd. 
Thy pollfti'd lines are firmly brac'd. 
Thus a wife taller is not pinching,. 
Bqt turns at every feam an inch in ; 
Or elfe, be fure, your broad-cioth breeches- 
Will ne'er be fmooth, nor hold their iHtches, 
Thy verie, like bricks, defy the weather, 
Wlien fmooth'd by rubbing them together ; 
Thy v/ords fo clofely wedg'd and fhort are 
Like walls, more lading without mortar : 
By leaving out the needlefs vowels. 
You fave the charge of lime and trowels. 
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)ne letter flill another locks, 

lach groov'd and dbve-taiPd like a box. 

?hy Mufe is tuckt-up and (uccindt^ 

n chains thy fyllables are linkt ; 

Thy words together ty'd in fmall hanks,L 

^lofe as the Macedonian phalanx; 

)r like the umio of the Romans, 

VTiich fierceft foes could break by no means. 

The critick to his grief will find, 

low firmly thefe indentures bind. 

>o, in the kindred painter's art, 

The fhortening is the niceft part. 

Philologers of future ages, 
low will they pore upon thy pages !' ' 

lor will they dare to break the joints, 
ut help thee to be read with points : 
)r elfe, to fhew their learned labour, you 
lay backward be perus'd like Hebrew^ 
/here they need not lofe a bit 
>r of thy harmony or wit. 
o make a work completely fine,. 
Fumber and weight and meafure join ; 
'hen all muH grant your lines are weighty. 
There thirty weigh as much as eighty. ^ 

dl muft allow your numbers more, 
/here twenty lines exceed fourfcore ; 
For can we think your meafure (hort, 
/here lefs than forty fill a quart, 
/ith Alexandrian in the clofe, 
ong, long, long, long, like Dan's long nofe. 

GEORGE- 
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GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN'S INVITATION: 

TO THOMAS SHERIDAN. 

Gaul(lown> Aug. 2d, lyait 

DEAR Tom, this verfe, which however the be- 
ginning may appear, yet in the end* s good metre. 
Is fent to defirc that, when your Auguft vacation comes> 

yOMT friends you V meet here. 
For why fhould you flay in that fildiy hole,^ I mean the 

city/o fmoaky^ 
When you have not one friend left in town, or at leaft 

not one that 's oy/z/y, to joke 'w* ye? 
For, as for honeft John*, though I *m not fure on 't,. 

yet I '11 be hang'd, left he 
Be gone down to the county of Wexford with that great 

peer the Lord Anglefey, 
Ohl but I forgot; perhaps, by this time, you may have 

one -come to town, but I don*t know whether he be 

friend or/b^, Delany : 
But, however, if he be come, bring him down, and 

you fhall go back in a fortnight, for I know there 's 

no delaying ye. 
Oh ! I forgot too ; I believe there may be one more : I 

mean that great fat ]oktY, friend Heljham^ he 
That wrote the prologue f, and if you flay with him* 

depend on 't, in the end, he Uljhamye, 

Bring 

* Suppofed to be Dr. Walmflcy. 

•(• One fpoken by young Putland, in 1720, before Hippolytusj 
in which Dr. Sheridan (who had written a prologue for the occa- 

fion) 
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Bring down Long Shanks Jim too; but, now I think 

on *t, he 's not yet come from Court$'wny I fancy ; 
For I heard, a month ago, that he was down there- 

z.-courting Jly Nancy, 
However, bring down yourfelf, and you bring down all ; 

for, to fay it loe may 'venturcy 
In thee Dclany's fpleen, John's mirth, Helfham'sjokcs^ 

and the foft foul of amorous Jemmy ^ center. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

i had forgot to defire you to bring down what I fay yea 

have, and you '11 believe me as fure as a gun^ and 

O'lAjn ii ; 
I mean, what no other mortal in the univerfe can boaft 

of, your own fpirit o^ pun, and tywn njuit. 
And now I hope you '11 excufe this rhyming, which I 

muft fay is (though written fomewhat at large) trint 

and clean ; 
And fo I conclude, with humble refpefls as ufual. Your 

moft dutiful and obedient 

Georce-Nim-Dan-Dban» 

€on) was moft unexpe£ledly and egregioufly laughed at. Botb 
the prologues are printed In the *^ Supplement to Swlft*s 
Works." N. 
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TO GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN^ E%. 

Upon his incomparable Verses, &c» 
By Dr. Dblany, in Sheridan's Name*. . 

HATL, human compound quadrifarious. 
Invincible as Wight Briareus ! 
Hail! doubly-doubled mighty merry one. 
Stronger than triple -body 'd Geryon 1 
O may your vaftnefs deign t' excufe 
The praifes of a puny Mufe, 
Unable, in her utmoft flight. 
To reach thy huge Cololfian height. 
T' attempt to write like thee were frantic, 
Whofe lines are, like thyfelf, gigantic. 
Yet let me blefs, in humbler llrain. 
Thy vaft, thy bold Cambyfian vein, 
Pour'd out t* enrich thy native ifle. 
As Egypt wont to be with Nile. 
Oh, how I joy to fee thee wander. 
In many a winding loofe meander. 
In circling mazes, fmooth and fupple. 
And ending in a clink quadruple ; 
Loud, yet agreeable withal. 
Like rivers rattling in their fall 1 
Thine, fure, is poetry divine. 
Where wit and majefty combine; 

• Thcfe were all wvitten in- circles. 

Where 
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Where every line, as huge as fevcn, 
[f ftretch'd in length, would reach to Heaven; 
Here all comparing would -be flandcring. 
The leafl is more than Alexandrine. 

Againil thy verfe Time fees with pain. 
He whets his envious fey the in vain ; 
Per, though from thee he much may pare. 
Yet much thou ftill wilt have to. fpare. 

Thou haft alone the fkill to feaft 
With Roman* elegance of tafte. 
Who haft of rhymes as vaft refources 
As Pompey's caterer of courfes. 

' Oh thou, of all the Nine infpir'd ! 
My languid foul, with teaching tir*d. 
How is it raptur'd, when it thinks 
On thy harmonious fet of clinks ; 
Each anfwering each in various rhymes. 
Like Echo to St. Patrick's chimes ! 

Thy Muife, majeftic in her rage. 
Moves like Statira on thc'ftage ; 
And fcarcely can one page fuftain 
The length of fuch a flowing tmn: 
Her train, of variegated dye. 
Shews like Thaumantia's in the fky ; 
Alike they glow, alike they pleafe. 
Alike impreft by Phoebus' rays. 

Thy verfe — (Ye Gods! I cannot bear it) 
To what, to what ihall I compare it ? 
'Tis like, what I have oft* heard fpoke oiv 
The famoua fiatue of Laocooiu 
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'Tis like— O yes, 'tis very like h. 

The long, long ftring, with which you fly kite, 

'Tis like what you, and one or two more^ 

Roar to your Echo* in good-huGMur; 

And every couplet thou haft writ 

Conclude like RMttah''whittah''whit\, 

To Mn THOMAS SHERIDAN. 
Upon his Verfes written in Circles. By Dr. Svnft^ 

IT never was known that circular letters. 
By humble companions, were fent totheir betters: 
j\nd, as to the fubjeft, our judgement, meberc*Ut 
Is this, that you argue like fbds in a circle. 
But now for your verfes ; we tell you, imprimis^ 
The fegment fo large 'twixt your reafon and rhyme is* 
That we walk all about, like a horfe in a pound. 
And, before we find either, our noddles turp round. 
. Sufficient it were, one would think, in your mad rant. 
To give us your meafures of line hy a quadirant. 
But we took our dividers, and found your d—o'd metre. 
In each fingle verfe took up a diameter. 
JBut how, Mr. Sheridan, came you to venture 
George, Dan, Dean, andNim, to place in the centrcji 
'TwiU appear, to your coft, you are fairly tfepann'd. 
For the chord of your circle is now in their hand ; 

* At Ganlftown there is a remarkably famotfs echo* 
•f An allufion to the f^Muid produced by tho echo* 
X Their £igures were in cha cestx^ of the vcr&s. 

Thf 
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"The chord, or tlie radius, it matters not whether, 
3y which your jade Pegafus, fixt in a tether. 
As her betters are us'd, Ihall be laih'd round the ring. 
Three fellows with whips, and the Dean holds the ftring< 
Will Hancock declares, you are out of your compais. 
To encroach on his art by writing of bombafs;^ 
And has taken juft now a firm refc^ution 
To anfwer your ftyle without circumk)cution. 

Lady Betty* prefents you her fervice moft humble. 
And is not afraid your worfhip will grumble» 
That fhe makes of your verfes a hoop for Mifs Tamf» 
Which is all at prefent; and fo I remain— 



On Dr. SHERIDAN'S CiiictJLAR Verses^ 

By Mr. GEORGE ROCHFORT. 

> 

WITH muiick and poetry equally bleft, 
A bard thus Apollo moft humbly addreft: 
'* Great Aithor of harmony, verfes, and light 1 
*' Affifted by thee, I both fiddle and write. 
•' Yet unheeded I fcrape, or I fcribble all day; 
■•' ^y verfc is fiegleded, my tune *s thrown away. 
^* Thy fubftitute here, Vice-ApolloJ, difdains 
*' To vouch for my numbers, or lift to my ftrains; 

♦ The hdy of George Rochfort, Efq. 

f Mifs Thonnfon, Lady Betty*s danghteiv 

t Sec f AfioMo to the Deas/* p. i9o« 
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*' Thy manual fignet refufes to put 
** To the airs 1 produce from the pen or the gut, 
" Be thou then propitious, great Phoebus ; and grant 
*' Relief, or reward, to my merit, or want. 
*' Though the Dean and Delany tranfcendently fhine, 
** O brighten one folo or fonnet of mine ! 
*' With them I 'm'content thou fhould'ftmake thy abo4« 
*' But vifit thy fervant injig or in ode. 
" Mike one work immortal ; 'tis all I rcqueft." 
Apollo looked pleas'd; and, refolving to j eft, 
Reply'd, " Honeft friend, I 've confider'd thy cafe; 
*' Nor diflike thy well-meaning and humourous face. 
*^ Thy petition I grant : the boon is not great : 
*' Thy works fhall continue ; and here 's the receipt. 
** On rondeaus hereafter thy fiddle-ftrings fpend : 
*' Write verfes in circles; they never fhall end." 

ON DAN JACKSON'S PICTURE. 

CUT IN SILK A N D P A P E R. 

TO fair Lady Betty, Dan fat for his pidare. 
And defy 'd her to draw him fo oft' as lie//^«'^her. 
He knew.fhe 'd no pencil or colouring by her. 
And therefore he thought he might fafely defy her. 
Come fit, fays my Lady ; then whips up her fciffar. 
And cuts out his coxcomb in iilk in a trice. Sir. j 
Dan fat with attention, and faw with furprize 
How {he lengthen'd his chin, how fhe hollow'd his eyes ; 
But flatter'd himfelf with a fee ret conceit. 
That his thin lantern jaws all her art would jiefcat. • 

Lady 
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Lady Betty obfcrv'd it, then pulls out a pin. 
And varies the grain of the fluff to his grin; 
And, to make roafled filk to rcfemble his raw-bone. 
She rais'd up a thread to the jet of his jaw-bone; 
Till at length in exadlefl proportion he rofe. 
From the crown of his head to the arch of his nofe. 
And if Lady Betty had drawn liim with wig and all, 
'Tis ceruain the copy liad out-done the original. 

Well, that 's but my outfide, fays Dan with a vapour. 
Say you fo, fays my Lady ; I 've lin'd it with paper. 

PaTR. DELANY/cu/jf* 

ON THE SAME PICTURE. 

CLARISSA draws her fciffars from the cafe. 
To draw the lines of poor Dan Jackfon*s face. 
One floping cut made forehead, nofe, and chin; 
A. nick produc'd a mouth, and made him grin, 
Such as in taylors' meafure you huve feen. 
fiut ftill were wanting his grimalkin eyes, 
I^ox which grey worflcd-flocking paint fupplies. 
Th' unravePd thread through needle's eye convey 'd 
Transfcrr'd itfelf into his pafle-board head. 
How came^the fciffars to be thus out-done ? 
The needle had an eye, and they had none. 
O wondrous force of art ! now look at Dan— 
You 'U fwear the pafte-board was the better man. 
«' The devil!*' fays he, " the head is not fo fall!" 
Indeed it is — behold the .paper ficull. 

Tho. Sheridan /cu/^. 
Vol. XLIL R ON 
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ON THE SAME PICTURE, 

DAN'S evil genius in a trice 
Had fhipp'd him of his coin at dice. 
Chloe, obferving this difgrace> 
On Pam cut out his rueful face. 
By G— , fays Dan, *tis very hard, 
Cat out at dice, cut out at card I 

G. Rochfort/k^ 

ON THE SAME PICTURE. 

WHILST you three merry poets traffic 
To g^ve us a defcription graphic 
Of Dan's large nofe in modem Sapphic^ 

I fpend my time in 'making Sermons, 
Or writing libels on the Germans, 
Or murmuring at Whigs' preferments. 

But when I would find rhyme for Rochfort, 
And look in Englilh, French, and Scotch for % 
At laft I *m fairly forc'd to botch for 't. 

Bid Lady Betty recoiled her. 

And tell, who was it could dired her 

To draw the face of fuch a fpe^lre. 

I muA confefs, that as to me. Sirs, 
Though I ne'er faw her hold the fdflars» 
I now could fafely fwear it is hers. 



ON THE SAME PICTURE. »43 

'Tis true, no nofe could come in better; 
'Tis a vail fubjed fiuff 'd with matter. 
Which all may handle, none can flatter. 

Take courage, Dan ; this plainly fhows^ 
That not the wifeft mortal knows 
What fortune may befall his nofe. 

Shew me the brightefl Irifh toaf^. 
Who from her lover e*er could boaft 
Above a fong, or two at moft ; 

For thee three poets now are drudging all 

To praife the cheeks, chin, nofe, the bridge and all. 

Both of the picture and original. 

Thy nofe's length and fame extend 
So far, dear Dan, that every friend 
Tries who (hall have it by the end. 

And future poets, as they rife. 
Shall read with envy and furprife 
Thy nofe outlhining Caelia's eyes. 

Jon. Swift. 

DAN JACKSON'S DEFENCE. 

•* My vcrfe littlje better you Ml find than my face is, 
** A word to the yrlft'-^ut piffura fe'JJis,'* 

THREE merry lads, with envy ftung, 
Becaufe Dan's face is better hung, 
Combin'd in vcrfe to rhyme it down. 
And in its place fet up their own; 

R 2 Ai 
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As if they 'd run it down much better 

By number of their feet in metre. 

Or that its red did caufe their fpite. 

Which made them draw in black and white. 

Be that as 'twill, this is moil true. 

They were infpir'd by what they drew. 

Let them fuch criticks know, my face 

Gives them their comelinefs and grace : 

Whilft every line of face does bring 

A line of grace to what they fmg. 

But yet, methinks, though with difgrace 

Both to the pidure and the face, 

I (hould name them who do rehearfe 

The ftory of the pidure-farce; 

The Squire, in French as hard as done. 

Or ftrong as rock, that 's all as one. 

On face, on cards is very brifk. Sirs, 

Becaufe on them you play at whifk. Sirs. 

But much I wonder, why my crany 

Should envy'd be by De-el-any : 

And yet much more, that half-name fake 

Should join a party in the freak ; 

For fure I am it was not fafe 

Thus to abufe his better half. 

As I fhall prove you, Dan, to be, 

Di'v.Jim and conjundlively. 

For if Dan love not Sherry, can 

Sherry be any thing to Dan? 

This is the cafe whene'er you fee 

Dan makes nothing of Sherry ; 
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Or (hould Dan be by Sherry o'erta'en. 
Then Dan would be poor Sherridane : 
'Tis hard then he ihould be decry'd 
By Dan with Sherry by his fide. 
But, if the cafe mull be fo hard. 
That faces fufFer by a card. 
Let criticks cenfure, what care I ? 
Back-biters only we defy : 
Faces are free from injury. 



I 



'MR. ROCHFORT'S REPLY. 

YOU fay your face is better hung 
Than ours — by what? by nofe or tongue? 
In not explaining, you are wrong 

to us. Sir. 
Bccaufe we thus mufl ftate the cafe. 
That you have got a hanging face, 
Th' untimely end 's a damn'd difgrace 

of noofe. Sir. 
But yet be not caft down : I fee 
A weaver will your hangman be ; 
You '11 only hang in tapeftry 

with many. 
And then the ladies, I fuppofe. 
Will praife your longitude of nofe. 
For latent charms \vitliin your clothes, 

dear Danny. 

R 3 Thus 
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Thus will the fair of every age 
From all parts make their pilgrimage, 
Worlhip diy nofe with pious rage 

of lovCj Sirl 
All their religion will be (pent 
About thy woven monument>^ 
And not one orifon be fent 

to Jove, Sir. 
You the fam'd idol will become. 
As gardens gracM in ancient Rome, 
By matrons worfhip'd in the gloom 

of night. 
O happy Dan I thrice happy fufe ! 
Thy fame for ever fhall endure. 
Who after death can love fecure 

at fight. 
So far I thought it was my duty 
lb dwell upon thy boafted beauty; 
Now I '11 proceed a word or two t' ye, 

in anfwcr 
To that party where you carry on 
Tliis paradox, that rock and ftone 
In your opinion are all one. 

How can. Sir, 
A man of reafoning fo profound 
So ftupidly be ran aground. 
As things fo diiferently to confound 

t' our fenfes? 

Except 
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Except you judged them by the knock 
Of near an equal hardy block : 
Such an experimental ilroke 

convinces. 
Then nught you be, by dint of reafon, 
A proper judge on this cocaiion; 
'Gainfl feeling there 's no difputation, 

is granted.. 
Therefore to thy fuperior wit. 
Who made the trial, we fubmit; 
Thy head to prove the truth of it 

we wanted.. 
In one aflertion you 're to blame. 
Where Dan and Sherry 's made the fame. 
Endeavouring to have your name 

refin'd. Sir. 
You '11 fee mo(B grofsly you miftook: 
If you confuit your fpelling-book, 
(The better half you fay you took) 

you '11 find, SirjJ 
5, H, Er A— and R, I, r/. 
Both put together make Sherry ; 
D, A, N, Dan — mikes up the three 

fyllablcs. 
Dan is but one, and Sberri two ; 
Then, Sir, your choice will never do ; 
Therefore I 've turn'd, my friend, on you 

the tables*. 

R4 IttU 
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DR. DELANY'S REPLY. 

ASSIST me, my Mufe, whilH I labour to limnhim: 
Creciitet Pi/ones, ijii tabula perfimilem* 
You look and you write with fb diiFcrent a grace. 
That I envy your verfe, though I did not your face. 
And to him that thinks rightly, there 's reafon enough, 
'Caufc one is as fmooth as the other is rough. 

But much I *m amaz'J you (hould think my defign ^ 
Was to rhyme down your nofe, or your harlequin grin, ^T 
Which you yourfelf wonder the de'cl fhould malign. -^ 
And if 'tis fo llrange, that your monfterftiip's crany 
Should be envy'd by him, much lefs by Delany. 
Though I own to you, when I confider it flrider, 
I envy the painter, although not the pi<^ure. 
And juilly fhc 's cnvy'd, fince a fiend of Hell 
Was never drawn right but by her and Raphael. 

Next, as to the charge, which you tell us is true. 
That we were infpir'd by the fubjecl we drew ; 
Infpir'd we were^ and well. Sir, you knew it. 
Yet not by your nofe, but the fair one that drew it : 
Had your nofe been the Mufe, we had ne'er been infpir'd^ 
Though perhaps it might j uftly ' ve been faid we were fir'dJ 

As to the divTion of words in your flaves. 
Like my countryman's horn-comb, into three halves, 
I meddle not with 't, but prefume to make merry. 
You cali'd Dan one half, and t'other half Sherry : 
Now if Dan 's a half, as you call 't o'er and o'er. 
Then it can't be deny 'd that Sherry 's two more : 
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For pray give me leave to fay. Sir, for all you. 
That Sherry 's at lead of double the value. 
But perhaps. Sir, you did it to (ill up the verfe : 
So crouds in a concert (like adors in farce) 
Play two parts in one, when fcrapcrs are fcarce. 
But be that as 'twill, you '11 know more anon. Sir, 
When Sheridan fends to Merry Dan anfwer. 

SHERIDAN'S REPLY. 

THREE merry lads you own we arc; 
*Tis very true, and free from care; * 
But envious we cannot bear, 

believe. Sir. 
For, were all forms of beauty thine, 
\Vere you like Nercus foft and fine, 
Wc (hould not in the Icail repine, 

or grieve. Sir. 
Then know from u.<?, mofl beauteous Dan, 
That roughnefs bell becomes a man ; 
'Tis women fhould be pale and wan, 

and taper. 
And all your trifling beaux and fops. 
Who comb their brows, and fleek their chops. 
Arc but the offspring of toy -(hops, 

meer vapour. 
We know your morning-hours you pafs 
To cull and gather out a face ; 
Is tliis the way you take your glafs? 

Forbear it. 
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Thofe loads of pmt upon your tmlet. 
Will never mend your face, but fpoil it; 
It looks as if you did par-boil it : 

Drink daret;. 
Your cheeks, by flecking, are fo lean. 
That they 're like Cynthia in the wane. 
Or breaftof goofe when 'tis pick'd clean, 

or pullet. 

See i^at by drinking you have done : 
You 've made your phiz a ikeleton. 
From the long diilance of your crown 

t* your gullet 1 

A R E* J O I N D E R, 
BY THE DEAN, IN JACKSON'S NAME. 

WEARIED with faying grace and prayer, 
I haften down to country air. 
To read your anfwer, and prepare 

reply to 't^ 

But your fair lines fo grofsly flatter. 
Pray do they praife me, or befpatter ? 
I muft fafpedl you mean the latter — 

Ah I fly-boot I 

It muft be fo ! what elfe, alas. 
Can mean by culling of a face. 
And all that ftufF of toilet, glafs, 

and box-comb? 
Bat 
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But be 't as 'twill, this you muft grants 
That you *re a dawb, whilft I but paint; 
Then which of us two is the quaint- 
er coxcomb? 
I value not your jokes of noofe/ 
Your gibes, and all your foul abuie, . 
More than the dirt beneath my fhoes, 

nor fear it* 
Yet one thing vexes me, I own. 
Thou forry fcare-crow of fkin and bone; 
To be call'd lean by a fkeleton, 

who 'd bear it? 
Tis true indeed, to curry friends. 
You feem to praife, to make amends. 
And yet, before your llanza ends, 

you flout me 
'Bout latent charms beneath my cloaths ; 
For every one that knows me knows 
That I have nothing like my nofe 

about me. 
I pafs now where you fleer and laugh, 
•Caufe I call Dan my better half! 
Oh there you think you have me fafe ! 

But hold. Sir. 
Is not a penny often found 
To be much greater than a pound ? 
By your good leave, my moil profound 

and bold. Sir. 

Dan'i 
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Dan 's noble mettle. Sherry bafe; 
So Dan 's the better, though the lefs : 
An ounce of gold *s worth ten of brafs, 

dull pedant! 
As to your fpclling, let me fee. 
If SHE makes J^er^ and RI makes ry. 
Good fpelling-maller ! your crany 

has lead on 't. 



ANOTHER REJOINDEK, 
BY THE DEAN, IN JACKSON'S NAME. 

THREE days for anfwer I have waited ; 
I thought an ace you 'd ne'er have bated; 
And art thou forc'd to yield, ill-fated 

poetafler? 
Henceforth acknowledge, that a nofe 
Of thy dimenfion 's fit for profe; 
But every one that knows Dan, knows 

thy mailer. 
Blufh for ill-fpelling, for ill-lines. 
And Hy with hurry to ramines ; 
Thy fame, thy genius now declines, 

proud boafler. 
I hear with fomc concern you roar. 
And flying think to quit the fcore 
By clapping billets on your door 

and pofts. Sir. 
Thy 
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Thy ruin, Tom, I never meant; 

I 'm griev*d to hear your banifhment. 

But pleas'd to find you do relent 

and cry oxk 
I maul'd you, when you look'd fo bluff. 
But now I '11 fecret keep your fluff; 
For know, proftration is enough 

to th' lion. 

SHERIDAN'S SUBMISS|ION. 

BY THE DEAN. 

** Ccdo jam, mifcrae cognofccns pramia rixat, 
** Si rifca efl, ubi tu pulfasego vapulo tantum.^ 

POOR Sherry, inglorious. 

To Dan the viftorious, 

Prefents, as 'tis fitting. 

Petition and greeting. 
TO you vidorious and brave. 
Your now-fubdued and fuppliant flave 

Mod humbl}' fues for pardon ; 
Who when I fought ftill cut me down. 
And when I vanifh'd fled the town, 
Purfued and laid me hard on. 

Now lowly crouch'd I cry fecca<vi, 
And proftrate fupplicate pour ma *vie: 

Your mercy I rely on ; 
For you, my conqueror and my king, 
Jn pardoning, as in punifhing. 

Will Ihew yourfelf a lion. 

Alas! 
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Alas ! Sir> I had no defign. 
But was unwarily drawn in; 
. For fpite I ne'er had any : 
'Twas the damn'd Tquire with the hard name; 
The de'el too that ow'd me a fhame. 
The devil and Delany ; 

They tempted me t' attack your highnefa^ 
And then, with wonted wile and flynefs. 

They left me in the lurch: 
'Unhappy wretch ! for now, I ween, 
I 've nothing left to vent myfpleen 

But ferula and birch : 

And they, alas ! yield fmall relief. 
Seem rather to renew my grief; 

My wounds bleed all anew : 
For every ftroke goes to my heart. 
And at each lafti I feel the fmart 

Of lafli laid on by you. 

To the Rev, DANIEL JACKSON; 

To be humbly prefented by Mr. Sheridan 
Perfon, with Refpedl, Care, ^nd Speed. 

Dear Dan, \ 

HERE I return my truft, nor 9^ 
One penny for remittance ; 
If I have well perform'd my taflc. 
Pray fend me «ui acquittance. 



TO DANIEL JACKSON. ^sS 

Too long I bore this weighty pack. 

As Hercules the &y ; 
Now take him you, Dan Atlas, back. 

Let me be ftander-by. 

Not all the witty things you fpeak 

In compafs of a day. 
Not half the puns you make a week. 

Should bribe his longer ftay. 

'With me you left him out at nurfe. 

Yet are you not my debtor ; 
For, as he hardly can be worfe, 

I ne'er could make him better. 

He rhymes r.nd puns, and puns and rhymes,^ 

Juft as he did before ; 
And, when he 's lalh'd a hundred times. 

He rhymes and puns the more. 

When rods are laid on fchool-boys bums. 

The more they friflc and Ikip : 
The fche^l-boy's top but louder hums. 

The more they uic the whip. 

Thus, a lean beaft beneath a load 

(Abeaftoflriihbreed) 
Will, in a tedious, dirty road. 

Outgo the prancinjg; fteed. 

You knock lum down and down in vain. 

And lay him flat before ye ; 
•For, foon as he gets up again. 

He '11 ftrut, and cry, Fi^ria/ 

At 



I 
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At every ilroke of mine he fell : 

'Tis true he roar*d and cry'd; 
But his impeaetrable fhcll 

Could feci no harm befide. 
The tortdife thus., with motion flow* 

Will clamber up a wall ; 
Yet, fcnfelefs to the hardeft blow. 

Gets nothing but a fall. 
Dear Dan, then, why fhould you, or I, 

Attack his pericrany ? 
And, fmce it is in vain to try. 

We '11 fend him to Delany. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Lean Tom, when I faw him, laft week, on his hcrfc 

awry. 
Threatened loudly to turn me to ftone with his forcery. 
But, I think, little Dan, that, in fpi^ht of what our 

foe fays. 
He will find I read Ovid and his Metamorpliofis. 
For omitting the firfl (where I make a comparifon. 
With a fort of allufion to Putland* or Harrifon) 
Yet, by my defcription, you '11 find he in (hort is 
A pack and a garran, a top and a tortoifc. 
Sol hope from henceforward you ne'er will aik, can I maul 
This teazing, conceited, rude, infolent animal ? 
And, if this rebuke might turn to his benefit, 
(For I pity the man) I ihould be glad then of it. 

* Alluding to the Proligue, rasntioncd a-b6ve, p. 234. 

TO 
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TO DR. SHERIDAN, 
On his '* Art of Punning." 

HAD I ten thoufand mouths and tonguest; 
Had I ten thoufand pair of lungs. 
Ten tkoMiknd /culls with Srains to think. 
Ten thoufand ^<2if^//^/ of /«^, 
Ten thoufand han^s and pens, to write 
Thy praife / ^d fiudy day and night. 

Oh may thy Work for ever live ! 
(Dear Tom, a friendly zeal forgive) 
May no vile mifcreant faucy Cook 
Prefume to tear thy learned Book, 
To Jsnge his Fcnvi for nicer gueft. 
Or pin it on the Turkey's hreafi. 
Keep it from pafty bak*d or Jlying, 
From broiling ftake, or fritters /ry/wg-. 
From lighting pipe^ or making fnuff. 
Or cafing up 2i feather mnff\ 
From all the feveral ways the Grocer 
(Who to the learned world 's a foe. Sir) 
Has found in tivijling, folding, packing. 
His brains and ours at once a racking. 
And may it never curl the head, 
0£ cither living block or dead/ 
Thusj when all dangers they have pad. 
Your leaves, like leaves ofbrafs, Ihall laft. 
No blaj^ (hall from a Cri tick's breath. 
By %'ile infeSlicn, caufe their death. 
Till they \n flames at laft expire, 
j^nd help tofet the ivorldonfire. 

Vol. XLII. S ST^.\.\.\ 
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STELLA TO DR. SWIFT, 
Gn his Birth-day, Nov. 30, 1721. 

ST. Patrick's Dean, your country's pride. 
My early and my only guide. 
Let me among the refl attend. 
Your pupil and your humble friend. 
To celebrate in female ftrains 
The day that paid your mother's pains.; 
Defcend to take that tribute due 
In gratitude alone to you. 

When men began to cill me fair, 
Youinterpos'd your timely care; 
You early taught me to deijufe 
The ogling of a coxcomb's eyes ; 
Shew'd where my judgement was mifplac'd.; 
Refin'd my fancy and my tafte. 

Behold that beauty juft decay'd. 
Invoking art to nature's ^aid : 
Forfookby her admiring train. 
She fpreads her tatter'd nets in vain : 
Short was her part upon the flage ; 
Went fmoothly on for half a page ; 
Her bloom was gone, fhe wanted art. 
As the fcene chang'd, to change her part : 
She, whom no lover could refiH, 
Before the fecond ad was hifs'd* 
Such is the fate of female race 
With no endowments but a face ; 
Before the thirtieth year of life, 
A maid forlorn, or hated wife. 

s5tclU 



STELLA TO D R, SWIFT. »5J> 

Stella to you, her tutor, owes 
That Ihe has ne'er refembled thofe ; 
Nor was a burden to mankind 
With half her courfe of years behind. 
You taught how I might youth prolong. 
By knowing what was right and wrong ; 
How from my heart to bring fupplies 
Of luftre to my fading eyes ; 
How foon a beauteous mind repairs 
The lofs of chang*d or falling hairs; ; 

How wit and virtue from within 
Send out a fmoothnefs o*er the fkin: 
Your ledlures could my fancy fix. 
And I can pleafe at thirty-fix. 
The fight of Chloc at fifteen 
Coquetting, gives me not the fplecn; 
The idd now of every fix)l, 
rill time fhall make their pafiions cool; 
Then tumbling down time's fleecy hill» 
iVlule Stella holds her flation fHll. 
3h I turn your precepts into laws» 
ledeem the women's ruin'd caofe; 
letrieve loft empire to our fex. 
That men may bow their rebel necks. 

Long be the day that gavtf you birth* 
iacred to friendfhip, wit, and mirth! 
^ate dying may you caft a fhred 
>f your rich mantk o'er my head; 
To bear with dignity my forrow, 
>ne day alone, then die to^morrvwl 

Sz TO 
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TO S T E L JL A, 
ON HER BIRTH-DAY, 172M 

WHILE* Stella, to your lading praife, 
The'Mufe her annual tribute pays. 
While I affign myfelf a talk 
Which you expeft, but fcom to afk ; 
If I perform this tafk with pain. 
Let me of partial fate complain; 
You every year' the debt enlarge, 
I grow lefs equal to the charge : 
In you each virtue brighter (hines. 
But my poetic vein declines; 
My harp will foon in vain be flrung» 
And all your virtues left unfung : 
For none among the upftart race 
Of Poets dare aflume my place ; 
Your worth will be to them unknown. 
They muft have Stella's of their own; 
And thus, my (lock of wit decay'd, 
I dying leave the debt unpadd, 
Unlefs Delany, as my heir. 
Will anfwer for the whole arrear. 

ON THE GREAT BURIED' BQTTI 

B Y DR. D E L A N Y. ^^ 

AMPHORA, quas moeflum linquis, Isetumque rev 
Arentem dominum, fit tibi terra levis. 
Tu quoque depofitum ferves, neve opprime> marmo 
Amphora non meruit tam predofa mori, 

EPITA] 
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EPITAPH, BY THE SAME. 

HOC tumulata jacet proles Lenaea fepulchro, 
Immortale genus, nee peritura jacet; 
Quin oritura iterum, matris concreditur alvo ; 
Bis natum referunt te quoque, Bacche Pater^ 



STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY; 

A great Bottle of Wine,^ long buried, being that 
Da/ dug up. 1722-3. 

RESOLV*D my annual verfe to pay. 
By duty bound, on Stella's day, 
Furnifh'd with paper, pens, and ink, 
I gravely fat me down to think : 
I bit my nails, and fcratch'd my head. 
But found my wit and fancy fled: 
Or, if with more than ufual pain, 
A thought came flowly from my brain. 
It coll me lord knows how much time 
To fhape it into fenfe and rhyme : 
And, what was yet a greater curfe. 
Long thinking made my fancy worfc. 

Forfaken by th* infpiring Nine, 
I waited at Apollo's lluine : 
I told iiim what the world would fay. 
If Stella were unfung to-day 5 

S 3 How 
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How I fhould hide my head for (hame. 
When both the Jacks and Robm came ; 
How Ford would frown, how Jim would leer? 
How Sheridan the rogue would fneer. 
And fwear it does not always follow, ^ 
ThsLt/emel *« axno ridet JpoUo. 
I have affur'd them twenty times. 
That Phoebus help'd me in my rhymes; 
Phoebus mfpir'd me from above. 
And he and I were hand and glove. 
fiut> finding me fo dull and dry fince. 
They '11 call it all poetic licence; 
And, when I brag of aid divine. 
Think Eufden's right as good as mine. 

Nor do I afk for Stella's fake; 
*Tis my own credit lies at ftake : 
And Stella will be fung, while I 
Can only be a ftander-by. 

Apollo, having thought a little. 
Returned tliis anfwer to a tittle. 

Though you fhould live like old Methufalcm, 
I furnifli hints, and you fhall ufe all 'em. 
You yearly iing as (he grows old. 
You 'd leave her virtues half untold. 
But, to fay truth, fuch dulnefs reigns 
Through the whole fet of Irilh deans, 
I 'm daily ftunn*d with fuch a medley. 
Dean W — , Dean D — , and Dean Smedley, 
That, let what Dean foever come. 
My orders are, I 'm not at home; 

A 
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And, if your voice had n^t been loud. 
You mull have pafs'd among the croud. 

But now, your danger to prevent. 
You mufl apply to Mrs. Brent; 
For (he, as prieftefs, knows the rites 
Wherein the god of earth delights. 
Firft, nine ways looking, let her (land 
With an old poker in her hand; 
Let her defcribe a circle round 
In Saunders' cellar, on the ground : 
A fpade let prudent Archy hold. 
And with dlfcredon dig the mould; 
Let Stella look with watchful eye, • 
Rebecca, Ford, and Grattans by. 

Behold the bottle, where it lies 
With neck elated towards the (kies I 
The god of winds and god of fire 
Did to its wondrous birth confpirc; 
And Bacchu?, for the poet^s ui'e. 
Pour' J in a ftrong infpiring juice. 
Sec I as you railc it from its tomb. 
It drags behind a fpacious womb. 
And ill the fpacious womb contains 
A fovercign medicine for the brains. 

You'll find it foon, if fate confents ; 
If rot, a thoufind Mrs. Brents, 
Ten ihoufand Archys arm'd with fpades, 
May dig in vain to Pluto's (hades. 

From tliencc a plenteous draught infufc. 
And bolilly then invoke the M life ... 

S 4 (But 
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(But iiril let Robert, on his knees. 
With caution drain it from the lees) : 
The Mufe will at your call appear. 
With Stella's praife to crown the year. 



A SATIRICAL ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OF 

A LATE FAMOUS GENERAL, 

HIS Grace I impoflible ! what dead I 
Of olcf age too, and in his bed ! 
And could thaf mighty warrior fall. 
And fo inglorious, after all ! 
Well, fmce he 's gone, no matter how. 
The lall loud trump muft wake him now : 
And, truft me, as the noife grows ftronger. 
He 'd wiih to fleep a little longer. 
And could he be indeed fo old 
As by the news-papers we 're told? 
Threefcore, I think, is pretty high ; 
'Twas time in confcience he Ihould die ! 
"This world he cumbered long enough ; 
He burnt his candle to the fnuff ; 
And that 's the reafon, fome folks think. 
He left behind yo great af^-kn 
Behold his funeral appears. 
Nor widow's fighs, nor orphan's tears. 
Wont at fuch times each heart to pierce. 
Attend the progreisiOl his hcarfe- 

Be 
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But what of that? his friends may fay. 
He had thofe honours in his day. 
True to his profit and his pride. 
He made them weep before he dy'd. 
Come hither, all ye empty things ! 
Ye bubbles rais'd by breath of kings ! 
Who float upon the tide of ftate; 
Come hither, and behold your fate. 
Let pride be taiight by this rebuke. 
How very mean a thing 's a Duke; 
From all his ill-got honours flung, 
Tum'd to that dirt from whence he fprtmg. 



DEAN SMEDLEY'S PETITION 
TO THE DUKE OF GRAFTON. 

•* Non domus auc fundus—" Ho»« 

IT was, my lord, the dextrtus fhift 
Of t'other Jonathan, viz. Swift; 
But now St. Patrick's faucy dean. 
With filver verge and furplice clean,' 
Of Oxford, or of Ormond's grace. 
In loofer rhyme to beg a place. 
A place he got, yclept afiall^ 
And eke a thoufand pounds withal; 
And, were he a lefs witty writer. 
He might as well have got a mitre. 
Tlius I, the Jonathan oi Clogher, 
In humble lays my thaiiks to otier. 
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Approach your grace with gratefbl health 
My thanks and vcrfe both void of art. 
Content with what your bounty gave. 
No larger income do I crave; 
Rejoicing that, in hitter times , 
Grafton requires my loyal lines. 
Proud ! while my patron is polite, 
I likewife to the patriot write ! 
Proud ! that at once I can commend 
King George's and the Mufes' friend \ 
Endear'd to Britain ; and to thee 
(Disjoin'd, Hibemia, by the fea) 
Endear'd by twice three anxious years, 
Employ'd in guardian toils and cares ; 
• By love, by wifdom, and by ikiU ; 
For he has fav*d thee 'gainft thy will. 

But where (hall Smedley make his neft. 
And lay his wandering head to reft ? 
Where fhall he find a decent houfe. 
To treat liis friends and cheer his fpoufe ? 
Oh ! tack, my lord, fome pretty cure ; 
In wholefome foil, and aether pure ; 
The garden ftor'd with artlefs flowers. 
In either angle fhady bower3. 
No gay parterre, with coftly green. 
Within the ambient hedge be feen : 
Let Nature freely take her courfe. 
Nor fear from me ungrateful force ; 
No fheers fhall check her fprouting vigour. 
Nor fhapc the yews to antic figure : 

A limpi( 
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A limpid brook fhall trout fupply. 
In May^ to take the mimic fly ; 
Round a fmall orchard may it T\m, 
Whofe apples redden to the fun. 
Let all be fnug, and warm> and neat; 
For fifty turned a fafe retreat. 
A little Eufton may it be, 
Eufton I '11 carve on every tree. 
But then, to keep it in repair. 
My lord — fwice fifty pounds a year 
Will barely do ; but if your grace 
Could make them hundreds — charming place ! 
Thou then would'ft (hew another face. 
Clogher ! far north, my lord, it lies, 
Midft fnowy hills, inclement fkies; 
One fhivcrs with the Ardic wind ; 
One hears the polar axis grind. 
Good John* indeed, with beef and claret. 
Makes the place warm that one may bear it» 
He has a purfe tcr keep a table. 
And eke a foul as hofpitable. 
My heart is good ; but affets fail. 
To fight with ftorms of fnow and hail. 
Befides the country 's thin of people. 
Who feldom meet but at the fteeplc : 
The flrapping dean, that 's gone to Down, 
Ne'er nam'd the thing without a frown; 
When, much fatigued with fermon-ftudy. 
He felt his brain grow dull and muddy ; 

* Bilh'op Steroe. 
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No fit companion could be found. 
To pufh the lazy botde round ; 
Sure then, for want of better folks 
To pledge, bis clerk was orthodox. 

Ah ! how unlike to Gerard-ftreet, 
Where beaux and belles in parties meet ; 
Where gilded chairs and coaches throng. 
And joftle as they trowl along; 
Where tea and coffee hourly flow. 
And gape-feed does in plenty grow; 
And Griz (no clock more certain) cries, 
Exad at feven, *^ Hot mutton-plcs !" 
There lady Luna in her fphere 
Once Ihone, when Paunceforth was not near ; 
But now fhe wanes, and, as 'tis faid. 
Keeps fober hours, and goes to bed. 
There — but 'tis endlefs to write down 
All tlie amufements of the town; 
And fpoufe will think herfelf quite undone. 
To trudge to Connor* from fweet London; 
And care we muft our wives to pleafe. 
Or elfe — we (hall be ill at eafe. 

You fee, my lord, what 'tis 1 lack; 
*Tis only feme convenient tacky 
Some parfonage-houfe, with garden fweet. 
To be my late, my laft retreat ; 
A decent church clofe by its fide. 
There preaching, praying, torcilde; 

• The bifhoprick of Connor is \inkc(J to that of Down; iut 
^Jbere are two deans* 

And> 
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And, as my time fecurely rolls. 
To fave my own and other fouls. 



THE DUKE'S ANSWER. 

"B Y DR. SWIFT. 

DEAR Smed, I read thy" brilliant lines. 
Where wit in all its glory, (hines ; 
* Where compliments, with all their pride> 
Are by their numbers dignified : 
I hope to make you yet as clean 
As that fame Viz, St. Patrick's dean.. 
I '11 give theey2ir///Vtf, n/ergt^ znAftall, 
And may be fometlung eke withal; 
And, were you not fo good a writer, 
I ihould prefent you with a mitre. 
Write worfe then, if you r«ff— Be wife— ^ 
Believe me, 'tis tbi *way to rifi. 
Talk not oiwaking oftbyneft: 
Ab ! nenjtr lay iby biod to r$ftl 
Tbat beadfo ivell nvitb 'wi/domfraugbt^ 
That 'writes ivitbout tbe toil of tbought! 
While others rack their bufy brains. 
You are not in the leaft at pains. 
Down to your deanry now repair. 
And build a caftU in tbe air. 
1 'm fure a man of your fine fenfe 
Can do it with a fmall expence. 
There your dearfpoufe and you together 
May breathe your bellies fiill of^tber* 

When 
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When lady Luna is your neighbour. 

She *11 help your ivife when fhe's in labour ; 

Well fkill'd in midwife artifices, 

For ftie herfelf o^^ falls in pieces. 

There you (hall fee a raree-Jhwu 

Will make you fcom this mjorld belvw^ 

When you behold the milky way. 

As white as (how, as bright as day ; 

The glittering conftellations roll 

About the grinding Ardic pole j 
The lovely tingling in your ears. 

Wrought by the mufickof the fpheres— 
Your fpoufe fhall then no longer hedor. 
You need not fear a curtain-ledlure ; 
Nor fhall fhe think that (he is undone 
For quitting her beloved London. 
When flie 's exalted in the ikies, 
.She '11 never think of mutton-pies ; 
When you 're advanced above dean Viz, 
You '11 never think of goody Griz. 
But ever, ever, live at eafe. 
And ftrive, and ftrive, your ixjife to pUafi ^ 
In her you '11 centre all your joys. 
And get ten thoufand girls and boys : 
Ten thoufand girls and boys you '11 get. 
And they like ftars Ihall rife 2.nd fet ; 
While you and fpoufe, transform'd, fhall foon 
Be a nenxjfun and a netJD moon : 
Nor fhall you fbive your horns to hide, 
J*'or then your horns ihall be your pride. 

' • VERS! 
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VERSES BY STELLA. 
F it be true, celeftial Powers, 



That you have form'd me fair. 
And yet, in all my vaineft hours. 

My mind has been my care ; 
Then, in return, 1 beg this grace. 

As yoii were ever kind. 
What envious Time takes from my face. 

Bellow upon my mind ! 

JEALOUSY. BY THE SAME*. 

O Shield me from his rage, celefHal Powers; 
This tyrant, that embitters all my hours! 
Ah, Love ! you 've poorly play'd the hero's parti 
You conquer*d, but you can't defend my heart. 
When firft I bent beneath your gende reign, 
I thought this monHer banifh'd from your train : 
But you would raife him to fupport your throne ; 
And now he claims your empire as his own. 
Or tell mc, tyrants ! have you both agreed^ 
That where one reigns, the other fhall facceed? 

DR. DELANY'S VILLA. 

WOULD you that DeMle I dcfcribc? 
Believe me. Sir, I will not gibci 
For who would be fatirical 
Upon a thing fo very fmall ? 

* On the publication of ** Cadenus and Vaneflju'* 
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You (carce upon the borders enter. 
Before you 're at the very centre. 
A iingle crow can make it night. 
When o'er your farm (he takes her flight : 
Yet, in this narrow compafs, we 
Oblerve a vaft variety ; 
Both walks, walls, meadows, and parterres, 
Windows and doors, and rooms and flairs. 
And hills and dales, and woods and fields. 
And hay, and grafs, and com, it yields ; 
All to your haggard brought fo cheap in. 
Without the mowing or the reaping : 
A razor, though to fay 't I 'm loth. 
Would fhave you and your meadows both. 

Though fmall *s the farm, yet here 's a houfe 
Full large to entertain a moufe. 
But where a rat is dreaded more 
Than favage Caledonian boar ; 
For, if it 's enter*d by a rat. 
There is no room to bring a cat. 

A little rivulet feems to fleal 
Down through a thing you call a vale. 
Like tears adown a wrinkled cheek. 
Like rain along a blade of leek ; 
And this you call your fweet meander^ 
Which might be Tuck'd up by a gander. 
Could he but force his nether bill 
To fcoopl the channel of the rill : 
For fure you 'd make a mighty clutter. 
Were it as big as city-gutter. 

Next 
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Next come I to your kitchen-garden. 
Where one poor mode would fare but hard in; 
And round this garden is a walk> 
No longer than a taylor's chalk : 
Thus I compare what fpace is in it> 
A fnail creeps round it in a minute. 
One lettuce makes a fhift to fquecze 
Up through a tuft you call your trees ; 
And, once a year, a fmgle rofe 
Peeps from. the bud, but never blows; 
In vain then you expeifl its bloom I 
It cannot blow, for want of room. 

In (hort, ia all your boafted feat. 
There 's nothing but yourfelf that *s great. 



On one of the Windows at Delville. 

ABai'd, grown deiirous of faving his pelf. 
Built a houfe he was fure would hold none but 
himfelf. 
This enrag'd god Apollo, who Mercury fent. 
And bid him go afk what his votary meant. 
** Some fje to my empire has been his advifer: 
** '1 ii of dreadful portent when a poet turns mifer! 
** Tell him, Hermci, from me, tell that fubje<5l ofmhie, 
** I have fworn by the Styx, to defeat his delign; 
** For wherever he lives, the Mufes (hall reign; 
*' And the Mufcs, he knows, have a numerous train." 

Vol. XLir. T CARCERLE 
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CARBERIiE RUPES, 

IN COMITATU CORGAGENSI. lyz 

ECCE ingens fragmen fcopuli, quod vertice fu 
Defuper impendet, nullo fundamine nixum 
Decidit in iludius : maria undique Sc undique faxa 
Horrifono ftridore tenant, & ad aethera murmur 
Erigitur; trepidatque fuis Neptunus in undis. 
Nam, longa venti rabie, atque afpergine crebra 
^quorei laticis, fpecus ima rupe cavatur : 
Jam fultura ruit, jam fumma cacumina nutant; 
Jam cadit in prseceps moles, Sc verberat undas* 
Attomtus credas, hinc dejeciiTe Tonantem 
Montibus impofitos montes, 8c Pelion ahum 
In capita anguipedum coelo jaculafle gigantum. . 

Sspe etiam fpelunca immani aperitur hiatu 
Exefa e fcopulis, 8c utrinque foramina pandit, 
Hinc atque hinc a ponto ad pontum pervia Phcebo 
Cautibus enorme junftls laquearia tedti 
Formantur; moles olim ruitura fupeme. 
Fornice fublimi nidos pofuere palnmbes, 
Inque imo ftagni pofuere cubilia phocae. 

Sed, cum faevit hyems, 8c venti, carcere nipto, 
Immenfos volvunt fladus ad culmina montis; 
Non obfelTse arces, non fulmina vindice dextra 
MiiTa Jovis, quoties inimicas faevit in urbes, 
Exaequant fonitum undarum, veniente procella : 
Littora littoribus reboant ; vicinia late, 

I 
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Gens afTueta mari^ & pedibus percurrere rupes, 
Terretur tamen, & longe fugit, arva relinquens. 

Gramma dum carpunt pendentes rupe capellae* 
Vi faliends aquz de fummo prjecipitaiitur> 
£t dulces animas imo fub gurgite linquunt. 

Pifcator terra non audet vellere funem ; 
Sed latet in portu tremebundus, & aera fudum 
Haud fperans^ Nereum precibus votifque fatigat. 



C A R B E R Y ROCKS, 

TRANSLATED BY DR. DUNKIN. 

LO ! from the top of yonder cliff, that ihcouds 
Its airy head amidft the azure clouds. 
Hangs a huge fragment; deftitute of props. 
Prone on the waves the rocky ruin drops ; 
With hoarfe rebuff the fwelling feas rebound, 
From (hore to fliore the rocks return the found : 
The dreadful murmur heaven's high convex cleaves, 
And Neptune (brinks beneath his fubjeft waves ; 
For long the whirling winds and beating tides 
Had fcoop'd a vault into its nether fides. 
"Now yields the bafe, the fummits nod, now urge 
Their headlong courfe, and laih the founding furge. 
Not louder noife could ftiake the guilty world. 
When Jove heap'd mountains upon mountains hurl'd ; 
Retorting Pclion from his dread abode. 
To crulh Earth's rebel-fons beneath the load. 

1^ 2 Oft' 
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Oft' too with hideous yawn the cavern wide 
Prefents an orifice on either fide, 
A difmal orifice, from fea to fea 
Extended, pervious to the God of Day : 
Uncouthly join'd^ the rocks ftupendous form 
An arch, the ruin of a future ftorm : 
High on the cliff their nefls the Woodquefb make 
And Sea-calves ftable in the oozy lake. 

But when bleak Winter with his fullen train 
Awakes the winds to vex the watery plain ; 
When o'er the cragfgy fteep without contrdi. 
Big with the blaft, the raging billows roll; 
Not towns beleaguer'd, not the flaming brand. 
Darted from Heaven by Jove's avenging hand. 
Oft' as on impious men his wrath he pours. 
Humbles their pride, and blalls their gilded towe 
Equal the tumult of this wild uproar : 
Waves rufti o'er waves, rebellows fhore to fhore. 
The neighbouringvrace, though wont to brave the 1 
Of angry feas, and run along the rocks. 
Now pale with terror, while the ocean foams. 
Fly far and wide, nor trull their native homes. 

The goats, while pendent from the mountain-t 
The withered herb improvident they crop, 
Wafh'd down the precipice with fudden fweep. 
Leave their fweet lives beneath th' unfathom'd di 

The frighted fifher, with defponding eyes. 
Though fafe, yet trembling in the harbour lies. 
Nor hoping to behold the flcies ferene. 
Wearies with vows the monarch of the main. 

I 



[ *77 1 
PON THE HORRID PLOT 

DISCOVERED BY HARLEQUIN, 
The Bifhop of Rochester's French Dog*. 

In a Dialogue between a Whig and a Tory. 1723. 

[ASK'D a Whig the other night, 
How came this wicked plot to light ? 
ie anfwer'd, that a dog of late 
nform'd a miniller of flate. 
Jaid I, from thence I nothing know ; 
^or are not all informers fo ? 
\ villain who his friend betrays, 
Nt ftyle him by no other phrafe ; 
^nd fo a perjur*d dog denotes 
^orter, and Prendergaft, and Oates, 
\nd forty others I could name. 

Whig. But, you muft know, this dogwaskme. 

Tory. A weighty argument indeed 1 
Tour evidence was lame .'—proceed : 
^ome, help your lame dog o^cr ike fry Ie, ' 

Whig. Sir, you miftake me all this while: 

mean a dog (without a joke) 
!^an howl, and bark, but never fpokc. 

Tory. I 'm ftill to feek, which dog you mean; 
Vhether cur Plunkeit, or whelp Skean, 
\n Engli(h or an Irilh hound ; 
)r t* other puppy, that was drown'd; 

• Sec the " State Triah,*' VoU VI. 

T3 or 
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Or Mafon, that abandoned bitch : 
Then pray be free, and tell me which : 
For every ftander-by was marking 
That all die noife they made was lfarkhg4 
You pay them well ; the Jogs have got 
Their dogs-heads in a porridge pot : 
And 'twas but juft; for wife men fay. 
That e'uery dog muft have his day. 
Dog Walpole laid a quart of nog on \ 
He 'd either make a hog or dog on '/; 
And look'd, fince he has got ids wilh. 
As if he had throvon dotun a dijh* 
Yet this I dare foretel you from it. 
He '11 foon return to his otvn tvomit. 

Whig. Befides, this horrid plot was found 
By Neynoe, after he was drown'd. 

Tory. Why then the proverb is not right, 
Since you can teach dead dogs to bite. 

Whig. I prov'd my propofition full : 
^Mt Jacobites are ftrangely dull. 
Now let me tell you plainly. Sir, 
Our witnefs is a real cur, 
A dog of fpirit for his years. 
Has twice two legs, two hanging ears ; 
His name is Harlequin, I wot. 
And that 's a name in every plot : 
Refolv'd to fave the Britilh nation. 
Though French by birth and education; 
His correfpondence plainly dated. 
Was all decypher'd and tranjlated: 
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His anfwers were exceeding pretty 
Before the fecrct wife committee : 
ConfefsM as plain as he could bark ; 
Then with his fore-foot fet his mark, 

Tory. Then all this while have I been bubbled^ 
I thought it was a dog in doublet : 
The matter now no longer fticks ; 
For ftatefmen never want dog- tricks. 
But fince it was a real cur. 
And not a dog in metaphor, 
I give you joy of the report, • 

That he 's to have a place at court. 

Whig. Yes, and a place he will grow rich in; 
A tum-fpit in the royal kitchen. 
Sir, to be plain, I tell you what. 
We had occafion for a plot : 
And, when we found the dog begin it. 
We guefs'd the biihop's foot was in it. 

Tory. I own, it was a dangerous projedl; 
And you have prov'd it by dog-logifk. 
Sure fuch intelligence between 
A dog and biftiop ne'er was feen. 
Till you began to change the breed; 
Your bifhops all are dogs indeed I 
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STELLA AT WOOD-PARK 
A Houfe of Charles Ford, Efq. near Dub 

** — Cuicumque nocere vokbat, 
" Vcftimcnta dabat pretiofa," 

DON Carlos, in a merry fpight, 
pid Stella to his houfe invite ; 
He entertained her half a year 
With generous wines and cofUy chear. 
Don Carlos made her chief direftor. 
That fhe might o'er the fervants he£ler. 
In half a week the dame grew nice. 
Got all things at the higheft price : 
Now at the table-head fhe fits, 
IVefented with the niceft bits : 
She look'd on 'partridges with fcom, 
liixcept they tafted of the corn ; 
A haunch of venifon made her fweat, 
Unlefs it had the right /umeUe, 
Don Carlos eatneftly would beg. 
Dear madam, try this pigeon's leg; 
Was happy, when he could prevail 
To make ht;r only touch a quail. 
Tlirough candle-light (he view'd the wine. 
To fee that every glals was fme. 
At lafl, grown prouder than the devil 
■ With feeding high and treatment civil. 
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Don Carlos now began to find 

His malice w'ork as he defign'd. 

The winter-Iky began to frowTi ; 

Poor Stella muft pack oiF to touTi : 

From purling ftreams and fountains bubbling* 

To LifFy's ftinking dde at Dublin ; 

From wholefome exercife and air. 

To foffing in an eafy chair; 

From ftomach fharp, and hearty feeding. 

To piddle like a lady breeding ; 

From ruling there the houlhold fmgly. 

To be direded here by Dingley* ; 

From every day a lordly banquet. 

To half a joint, and God be t banked; 

From every meal Pontack in plenty. 

To half a pint one day in twenty ; 

From Ford attending at her call. 

To vifits of— 

From Ford who thinks of nothing mean. 
To the poor doings of the Dean; 
From growing richer with good chear. 
To running-out by ftarHng here. 

But now arrives the difmal day ; 
She muft return to Ormond Quayf . 
The coachman ftopt; (he look*d, andfworc 
The rafcal had mlftook the door : 
At coming in, you faw her ftoop; 
The entry bruih'd againft her hoop : 

♦ The conftant companion of Stella* 
•}• Where the two ladies lodged. 

Eack 
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Each moment rifmg in her airs. 
She curft the narrow winding ftairs; 
Began a thoufand faults to ipy 2 
The cieling hardly fix feet high; 
The fmutty wainfcot full of cracks; 
And half the chdrs with broken backs : 
Her quarter 's out at Lady<lay; 
She vows fhe will no longer ftay 
In lodgings like a poor Grizett^, 
While there are lodgings to be let* 

Howe'er, to keep hefr fpirits up. 
She fent for company to fup : 
When all the while you might remark. 
She flrove in vain to ape Wood-park. 
Two bottles cdl'd for {half her ftore ; 
The cupboard could contain but four) : 
A fupper worthy of herielf> 
Five nothings in five plates oi delf. 

Thus for a week the farce went on; 
When, all her country-favings gone. 
She fell into her former fcene, 
Smdl beer, a herring, and the Dean. 

Thus far in jeft : though now, I fear. 
You think my jefling too fevere; 
But poets, when a hint is new. 
No matter whether falfe or true : 
Yet raillery gives no offence> 
Where truth has not the leaft pretence ; 
Nor can be more fecurely placed 
Than on a nymph of Stella's tafte. 



Im 
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I muft confefs, your wme and vittle 
I was too hard upon a little : 
Your table neat, your linen fine ; 
And, though in miniature, you fliine : 
Yet, when you figh to leave Wood-park, 
The fcene, the welcome, and the fpark. 
To languifh in this odious town. 
And pull your haughty flomach down ; 
We think you quite miftake the cafe. 
The virtue lies not in the place : 
For, though my raillery were true, 
A cottage is Wood-park with you. 

COPY OF THE BIRTH-DAY VERSES 
ON M R. F O R D. 

COME, be content, fince out it muft. 
For Stella has betray'd her truft; 
And, whifpering, charg'd me not to fay 
That Mr. Ford was bom to-day ; 
Or, if at laft I needs muft blab it. 
According to my ufual habit. 
She bid me, with a ferious face. 
Be fure conceal the time and place ; 
And not my compliment to fjwil. 
By calling this your native foil ; 
Or vex the ladies, when they knew 
That you are turning forty-two : 
But, if thefe topicks ftiall appear 
Strong arguments to keep yoa here^ 



And every belle that fmce arofe 
Has her contemporary beaux. 
Your former comrades, once fo bright. 
With whom you toafted half the night. 
Of rheumatifm and pox complain. 
And bid adieu to dear champaign. 
Your great proteftors, once in power. 
Are now in exile or the Tower. 
Your foes triumphant o'er the laws. 
Who hate your perfon and your caufe, 
If once they get you on the fpot. 
You muft be guilty of the plot : 
For, true or falfe, they '11 ne'er enquire. 
But ufe you ten times worfe than Prior*. 
In London ! what would you do there ? 
Can you, my friend, with patience bear 
(Nay, would it not your palTion raife 
Worfe than a pun, or Irifh phrafe?) 
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Obferve where bloody • • • • • ftands 
With torturing engines in his hands ; 
Hear him blafpheme, and fwear, and rail. 
Threatening the pillory and jail : 
If this you think a pleafing fcene. 
To London llrait return again 5 
Where, you have told us from experience. 
Are fwarms of bugs and prelbyterians. 

I thought my very fpleen would burft. 
When fortune hither drove me firft ; 
Was full as hard to pleafe as you. 
Nor perfons names nor places knew : 
But now I 2it\ as other folk. 
Like prifoners when their jail is broke. 

If you have London IHll at heart. 
We '11 make a fmall one here by art : 
The difference is not much between 
St. James's Park, and Stephen*s Green; 
And Dawfon-ftreet will ferve as well 
To lead you thither as Pall-Mail. 
Nor want a paffage through the palace. 
To choque your fight, and r^fe your malicok: 
The Deanry-houfe may well be match'd. 
Under corredlion, with the Thatcht*. 
Nor (hall I, ^vhen you hither come. 
Demand a crown a quart for ilum. 
Then, for a middle-aged charm r, 
Stella may vie with your Moathermer; 



* A famoys tavern in St. Jameses (licet. 
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She 's now as handfome every bit. 
And has a thotiTand times her wit. 
The Dean and Sheridan, I hope. 
Will half fupply a Gay and Pope. 
Corbet*, though yet I know his worth not. 
No doubt will prove a good Arbutluiot. 
I throw into the bargain Tim ; 
In London can you equal him ? 
What think you of jny favourite clan, 
Robinf and Jack, and Jack and Dan, 
Fellows of modeft worth and parts. 
With cheerful looks and honeft hearts ? 

Can you on Dublin look with fcom ? 
Yet here were you and Ormond bom. 

Oh ! were but you and I fo wife. 
To fee with Robert Grattan's eyes ! 
Robin adores that fpot of earth. 
That literal fpot which gave him birth ; 
And fwears, " BelcampJ is, to his tafte, 
*' As fine as Hampton-court at lead." 
When to your friends you would enhance 
The praife of Italy or France, 
For grandeur, elegance, and wit. 
We gladly hear you, and fubmit : 
But then, to come and keep a clutter. 
For this or that fide of the gutter, 

♦ Dr. Corbet, afterwards dean of St. Patrick's, 
•f R. and J. Grattan, and J. and D. Jackfon. 
J In Fingall, about live miles from Dublin. 
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To live in this or t' other ifle. 
We cannot think it worth your while; 
For, take it kindly or amifs. 
The difference but amounts to this : 
We bury on our -fide the channel 
In linen; and on yours in flannel*. 
You for the news are ne'er to feek ; 
While we, perhaps, may wait a week : 
You happy folks are fure to meet 
An hundred whores in every ftreet ; 
While we may trace all Dublin o*er 
Before we find out half a fcore. 

You fee my arguments are ftrong ; 
I wonder you held out fo long : 
But, fince you are convinc'd at laft. 
We *11 pardon yOu for what is paft. 
So — let us now for whift prepare; 
Twelve-pence a comer, if you dare. 



JOAN CUDGELS NED. 1723* 

JOAN cudgels Ned, yet Ned 's a bully; 
Will cudgels Befs, yet Will 's a cuUy, 
Die Ned and Befs ; give Will to Joan, 
She dares not fay her life 's her own. 
Die Joan and Will ; give Befs to Ned, 
And every day ftic combs bis heoil. 

* The law for burying ia woollen was extended to Ireland 

in 1733. 

A OUIB- 
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A QJJ IBBLING ELEGY, 
ON JUDGE BOAT. 1723, 

TO mournful ditties, Clio, change thy note. 
Since cruel fate hathy^iri our juflice Boat. 
Why Ihould htfink, where nothing feem'd to prefs. 
His lading little, and his hallafl lefs I 
Toft in the ivaves of this tempeftuous world. 
At length, his anchor fixt and can*vas furl'd. 
To Lazy-hill* retiring from his court. 
At his Ring*s-end* \it founders in the port. 
With fwater\ fill'd, he could no longer ^<?^/, 
The common death of many a ftronger boat, 

A poft fo fill'd on nature's laws entrenches : 
Benches on boats are plac'd, not boats on benches. 
And yet our Boat (how (hall I reconcile it ? ) 
Was both a Boaty and in one fenfe a pilot. 
With every 'wiml\iQ/aiPd, and well could taclr. 
Had many pendents, but abhorr'd a JackX, 
He '3 gone, although his friends began to hope 
That he might yet be lifted by a rope. 

Behold the awful bench, on which he fat ! 
He was as hard and ponderous ivood as that : 
Yet, when hh/and was cut, we find at lali. 
That death has o'vn-fct him witli a hlaj}, 

* Two vilbjes near the fca. 

■I- It was fail! he died oF .1 dropf)', 

J A cant word for a Jjcobitc. 
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Our Boat is tiOw/aiPd to the Stygian ferry. 
There to fupply old Charon's leaky wherry : 
Charon in him will ferry fouls to hell; 
A trade our Boat* hath praftis'd here fo well: 
And Cerberus hath ready in his paws 
Both pitch and brimfionet to fill up his^<t(/x* 
Yet, fpite of death and fate, I here maintain 
We may place Boat in Ids old poft again. 
The way is thus; and well deferves your thanks: 
Take the three ftrongeft of his broken planks, 
JPix them on high, confpicuous to be feen, \ 

Form'd like the triple-tree near Stcphen's-grcenf; * 
And, when v/e view it thus with thief at end on 't, \ 
We '11 cry. Look, here *s our Boat^zxA there *s ^t pendant! 

\' 

THE EPITAPH. 

H E R E lies judge Boat within a coffin ; 
Pray, gentle-folks, forbear your fcofiing. 
A Boat a judge ! yes ; where 's the blunder? 
A ^vooden judge is no fuch wonder. 
And in his robes, you muft agree> 
No Boat was better deckt than he. 
' Tis needlefs to defcnbe him fuller ; 
In fhort, he was an Mc/cullcr. 

* In condemning malefaAors, as a judge* 
f Where the Dublin gallows ftaods. 

Vol. XLIL U PETHOX 
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PETHOX* THE GREAT. 

FROM Venos bom, thy beaaty ihows; 
But who thy fadier, no man knows : 
Nor can the fkilful herald trace 
The founder of thy ancient race ; 
Whether thy temper, full of fire, 
Difcovers Vulcan for thy fire. 
The god who made Scamander boil> 
And round his margin fing'd the foil 
(From whence, philofophers agree. 
An equal power defcends to thee) ; 
Whether from dreadful Mars you claim 
The high defcent from whence you came» 
And, as a proof, ihew numerous fears 
By fierce encounters made in wars, 
Thofe honourable wounds you bore 
From head to foot, and all before. 
And ftill the bloody field frequent. 
Familiar in each leader's tent; 
Or whether, as the leam'd contend. 
You from the neighbouring Gaul defcend; 
Or from Parthenope the proud. 
Where numberlefs thy votaries croud ; 
Whether thy great forefather came 
From realms that bear Veiputio's name 
(For fo conjedurers would obtrude. 
And frx)m thy painted 0un conclude) ; 



♦ This namt \* ^liinlY an ansgrMm. 
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Whether, as Epicurus fliowrs. 

The world from juiUing feeds arofe^ 

Which, minglihg with prolific ftrife 

In chaos, kindled into life : 

So your produ6tion was the fame^ 

And from contending atomi came. 

Thy fair bdulgcnt mother crown'd 
Thy head with fparkling rubies roond: 
Beneath thy decent fteps the road 
Is all with predoDS jewds ftrow'd^ 
The bird of Pallas knows his pofti 
Thee to attend, ^ere'er tbon goeft. 

Byzantians bdaft, tkit on the dod 
Where once their Suhan's hode had trod» 
Grows neither grafs, nor fhnib» nor tree : 
The fame thy fubjeds boaft of &ee. 

The greateft l6rd» when you appear^ 
Will ddgn yoor Ihrery to wear. 
In all the varioas cdonrs feen 
Of red and ydlow, blUe and gr^n. 

With half a word, when you requirej 
The man of bufinefs muft retire. 

The haughty mihifter of ftate 
With trembHng mnft thy kifure Wttt; 
And, while Ins fate is in thy hands. 
The bufinefs of the nation fbnds. 

Thou dar'fl the greateft prince attack^ 
Canfl hourly fet him on tike rack ; 
And, as an inftance of thy power, 
Indofe him it a wodden to>^er« 

U2 VTv^ 
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"With pungent pains on every fide : 
So Regulus in torments dy*d. 

From thee our youth all virtues learn. 
Dangers with prudence to difcem; 
And well thy fcholars are endued 
With temperance, and with fortitude ; 
With patience, which all ills fupports ; 
And fecrefy, the art of courts. 

The glittering beau could hardly telU 
Without your aid, to read or fpell; 
But, having long convers'd with you. 
Knows how to write a billet-doux. 

With what delight, methinks, I trace 
Your blood in every noble race ! 
In whom thy features, fhape, and mien. 
Are to the life diftindUy feen ! 
The Britons, once a favage kind. 
By you were brighten*d and rcfin'd, 
Defcendants to the barbarous Huns, 
With limbs robuft, and voice that ftuns ^ 
But you have moulded them afreih, 
Remov'd the tough fuperfluous flefh. 
Taught them to modulate their tongues. 
And fpeak without the help of lungs. 

Proteus on you beftow'd the boon 
To change your vifage like the moon^ 
You fometimes half a face produce. 
Keep t* other half for private ufe. 

How fam'd thy condudl in the fight 
With Hermes, fon of Pieias brighti 



Out- 
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. Out-number'd, half cncompafs'd round. 
You drove for every inch of ground ; 
Then, by a foldierly retreat, 
Retir'd to your imperial feat. 
The vidlor, when your Heps he traced. 
Found all the realms before him wafte-: 
You, o'er the high triumphal arch 
Pontiiic, made your glorious march; 
The wondrous arch behind you fell> 
And left a chafm profound as hell: 
You, in your capitol fecur*d, 
A fiege as long as Troy endur*d. 

MARY THE C O O K - M AI D * S 
LETTER TO DR. SHERIDAN. 1723. 

WELL, if ever I faw fuch another.-man fmce my 
my mother bound' ray head"! 
You a gentleman ! marry come up 1 I wonder where 

you were bred". 
I *m fure fuch words do not become a man of your cloth ; 
I would not give fuch language to a dbg, faith and troth. 
Yes, you call'd my mafler a knave : fie, Mr. Sheridan ! 

'tis a (hame 
For a paiTon, who fhould know better things, to come 

cut with fuch a name. 
Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan ! 'tis both a fhamc 

and a fm; 
An:i the Dean, my mafter, is an honeller man than you 

ftnd all your kin : 

U3 K^ 
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He has more goodnefs in his little fingerj than you have 

in your whole body : 
My mafter is a parfonable man, and not a fpindle-ihank'd 

hoddy-doddy. 
And now, whereby I find you would fain make an 

excufe, 
Becaufe my mailer one day, in anger, call'd you goofe; 
Which, and I am fure I have been his fervant four 

years fince Odober, 
And he never call'd me worfe than fweet-heart, drunk 

or fober: 
Not that I know his reverence was ever concem'd to 

my knowledge. 
Though you and your come-rogues keep him out folate 

in your college. 
You fay you will eat grafs on his grave : a chriMan eat 

grafs 1 
Whereby you now confefs yourfelf to be a goofe or an 

afs: 
But that 's as much as to fay, that my mailer fhould die 

before ye; 
Well, well, that 's as God pleafes; and I don't believe 

that 's a true ilory : 
And fo fay I told you fo, and you may go tell my 

mafter; what care I ? 
And I don't care who knows it ; 'tis all one to Mary. 
Every body knows that I love to tell truth, and ihamc 

the devil; 
I am but a poor fervant; but I think gentlefolks fhould 

be civil, 

^^CLdeSf 
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Beiides, you found fault with our vi^ab one day that 

you was here : 
I remember it was on a Tuefday of all days in the year. 
And Saunders the man fays you are always jefting and 

mocking : 
Mary, faid he, (one day as I was mending my mailer's 

Hocking) 
My mailer is fo fond of that miniHer that keeps the 

fchool — 
I thought my mailer a wife man, but that man makes 

him a fool. 
Saunders, faid I, I would rather than a quart of ale 
He would come into our kitchen, and I would pin a 

diih-clput to his tdl. 
And now I muft go, and get Saunders to dircdl this 

letter ; 
For I write but a fad fcrawl ; but my filler Marget, ihe 

writes better. 
Well, but I muft run and make the bed, before my 

mafter comes from prayers ; 
And fee now, it ilrikes ten, and I hear him coming up 

ftairs; 
Whereof I could fay more to your veries, if I could 

write written hand :• 
And fo I remain, in a civil way, your fervant to com- 
mand, 

MARY, 



U4 ANEW. 
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A NEW-YE AR^S-GIFT 
FOR B E C ♦. 1723-4, 

RETURNING Janus now prepares. 
For Bee, a new fupply of cares. 
Sent in a bag to Doftor Swift, 
Who thus difplays the New-year's-gift. 

Firft, this large parcel brings you tidings 
Of our good Dean's eternal chidings; 
Of Nelly's pertnefs, Robin's leafings. 
And Sheridan^s perpetual teazings. 
This box is cramm'd on every fide 
With Stella's magifterial pride. 
Behold a cage with fparrows fill'd, 
Firft to be fondled, then be kill'd. 
Now to this hamper I invite you. 
With fix imagin'd cares to fright you. 
Here in this bundle Janus fends 
Concerns by thoufands for your friends ; 
And here 's a pair of leathern pokes. 
To hold yoiar cares for otlier folks. 
Here from this barrel you may broach 
A peck of troubles for a coach. 
This ball of wax your ears will darken. 
Still to be curious, never hearken. 
Left you the town may have lefs trouble \n^ 
Bring all your Quilca'sf cares to Dublin> 
For which he fends this empty fack;^ 
And fo take all upon your back. 

• Mrs. Dinglcy, Stella*s friend and companion* 
f A country-houfc of Dr, Shvidan* 
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DINGLEY ANI> BRENT*. 
A SONG, 

To the Tune of " Ye Commons and Peers.'* 

DINGLEY and Brent, 
Wherever they went. 
Ne'er minded a word that was ipoken; 
Whatever was faid. 
They ne'er troubled their head. 
But laugh'd at their own fiUy joking* 

Should Solomon wile 

In majefly rife. 
And fhew them his wit and his learning; 

They never would hear. 

But lurn the deaf ear. 
As a matter they had no concern in. 

You tell a good jeft. 

And pleafe all the reft ; 
Comes Dingley, and aiks you. What was it ? 

And, curious to know. 

Away (he will go 
To feek an old rag in the clofet. 

• Dr. Swift's houfc- keeper. 

TO 
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TO STELLA. 1723-4. 

Written on the Day of her Birth^ bat not on 
the Su B J scT> when I was fick in Bed. 

TORMENTED with inceflant pain9» 
Can I deviie poedc fbains? 
Hme was, when I could yearly pay 
My verfe on Stella's native day : 
But now, unable grown to write, 
I grieve (he ever faw the light. , 
Ungrateful ! fince to her I owe 
That I thefe pains can undergo. 
She tends me, like an humble flave; 
And, when indecendy I rave. 
When out my brutiih paffions break. 
With gall in every word I fpeak. 
She, with foft fpeech, my anguifh cheers. 
Or melts my paflions down with tears : 
Although 'tis eafy to defcry 
She wants ai&fbnce more than I; 
Yet feems to feel my p^ns alone. 
And is a Stoic in her own. 
When, among fcholars, can we find 
So foft, and yet fo firm a mind? 
All accidents of life confpire 
To raife up Stella's virtue higher. 
Or elfe to introduce the reft 
Which had been latent in her breaft. 

Her 
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Her firmnefs who could e'er have known> 
Had fhe not evils of her own ? 
Her kindnefs who could ever guefs, ^ 
Had not her friends been in diftrcfs ? 
Whatever bafe returns you find 
From me« dear Stella, {till be kind. 
In your own heart you *ll reap the fruit. 
Though I continue (till a brute. 
But, when I once am out of pain> 
I promife to be good again : 
Meantime, your other jufter friends 
Shall for my follies make amends ; 
So may we long continue thus. 
Admiring you, you pitying us. 

ON DREAMS. 

AN IMITATION OF PETRONIUS^ 

** Somnia qua mentes ludunt volitantibus umbris,** &c. 

THOSE dreams that on the filent night intrude. 
And with falfe flitting (hades our minds delude, 
Jove never fends us downward from the ikies ; 
Nor can they from infernal manfions rife; 
But all are mere produdtions of the brain> 
And fools confult interpreters in vsdn. 

For, when in bed we reft our weary limbs. 
The mind unburden'd fports in various whims; 
The bufy head with mimic art runs o'er 
The fcenes and a^ons of the day before. 

ThA 
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The drowfy tyrant, by his mimons led,. 
To regal rage devotes fome patriot's head. 
With equal terrors, not with equal guilt. 
The murderer dreams of all the blood he ipilt.. 

The foldier fmiling hears the widow's cries. 
And ftabs the fon before the mother's eyes. 
With like remorfe his brother of the trade. 
The butcher, fells the lamb beneath his blade. 

The ftatefman rakes the town to find a plot. 
And dreams of forfeitures by treafon got. 
Nor lefs Tom-t— d-man, of true ftatefman mold,. 
Colleds the city filth in fearch of gold. 

Orphans around his bed the lawyer fees,« 
And takes the plaintiff's and defendant's fees* 
His fellow pick^purfe, watching for a job. 
Fancies his finger 's in the cully's fob. 

The kind phyfician grants the hufband's prayers. 
Or gives relief to long-expe6ling heirs. 
The fleeping hangman ties tlie fatal noofe. 
Nor unfuccefsful waits for dead men's fhoes. 

The grave divine, v/ith knotty points perplext. 
As if he was awake, nods o'er his text: 
While the fly mountebank attends his trade. 
Harangues the rabble, and is better paid. 

The hireling fenator of modem days 
Bedaubs the guilty great with naufeous praife : 
And Dick the fcavenger, with equal grace, 
!• lirts from his cart the mud in ***** 's face, 

WHIT- 
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-WHITSHED^S* MOTTO 
ON HI S COACH. 1724. 

T IBERT^S et natale folum^ 
J J Fine words I I wonder where you ftole. 'cnu . 
Could nothing but thy cliief reproach 
Serve for a motto on thy coach? 
But let me now the words tranflate : 
Natnle/olum, my eftate ; 

My dear eftate, how well I love it ! 1 

My tenants, if you doubt, will prove iu 
They fwear I^ am fo kind and good, 
I hug them, till I fqueeze their bbod. \ 

Libert as bears a large import : 
Firft, how to fwagger in a court; 
And, fecondly, to fhew my fury • f 

Againft an un-complying jury; 
And, thirdly, 'tis a new invention. 
To favour Wood, and keep my peniion; 
And, fourthly, 'tis to play an odd trick. 
Get the great feal, and turn out Broderick;' < 
And, fifthly, (you know whom I mean) 
To humble that vexatious Dean ; 
And, fixthly, for my foul, to barter it 
JPor fifty times its worth to Carterctf . 

* The chief juftice who profecuted the Drapiert 
:t liord lieutenant of Ireland. 

Now; 



3o» SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Now, fince your motto thus you conllrue, 
I mud confefs you 've fpoken once true. 
Libert as et natale/olum : 
You had good reafon, when ydu flole 'dti. 



Sent by Dr. DELANY to Dn SWIFT, 

In order to be admitted to fpeak to him, when ke 
was DEAF. 1724. 

DEAR flf, I think 'tis doubly kard. 
Your ears and doors (hotdd both be hsrfd. 
Can any thing be more unkkd ? 
Muil I ncut fee, 'caufe you zte h6nd ? 
Methinks a frietid at mght fhodd diser yo«> 
A friend that kites to fee and heiur yaa* 
Why am I robb'd of that ddigkl. 
When you can be no lofer by 'tf 
Nay, when 'tis plain (for what is pl^er?) 
That, if you heard* you 'd be no gainer? 
For fure you are not yet to learn. 
That hearing is not your concern. 
Then be your doors no longer barr'd ; 
Your bufinefs, fir, is to be heard. 

: THEANSWER. 

THE wke pretend to make it d/ekr, 
'Tis no great lofs to lofe an ear. 
Why are We then fo fond of two. 
When by experience one would do f 

*Tis 
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*Tis true, fay they, cut ofFthe head. 
And there 's an end ; the man is dead ; 
Becaufe, among aH human race. 
None e'er was known to have a brace t ' 
But confidently they maintain. 
That where we find the members twain. 
The lofs of one is no fuch trouble. 
Since t' other will in ftrength be douMe. 
Tie limb furviving, you may fwear. 
Becomes his brodier's lawftd heir : 
Thus, for a trial, let me beg of 
Your reverence but to cut one leg off. 
And you will find, by diis devicei 
The other will be ftfonger twice; 
For every day you (hall be gaining 
New vigour to the leg remaining. 
So, when an eye has bft its brother. 
You fee tiie better With the other. 
Cut off your hand, and you may do 
With t' other hand the work of two 1 
Becaufe the foul her power contrails, 
ibid on the brother fimb re-a^s. 

But yet the point is not fo clear in 
Another cafe, the fenfe of hearing : 
For, though the place of either ear 
Be diflant as one head can bear jf 
Yet Galen moft acutely fhews yoQ» 
(Confult his book de farttum ufu} 
That from each ear, as he obferves. 
There creep two auditory nerves^ 

Not 
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Not to be fecn without a glafs. 
Which near- the os petrofutn pafs; 
Thence to the neck; and moving thorow there. 
One goes to this, and one to t' other ear ; 
Which made my grand-dame always ftuff her ears^ 
Both right and left, as felIow-fufferers« . 
You fee my learning j but, to fliorten it. 
When my left ear was deaf a fortnight, 
•To t' other ear I felt it coming on : 
And thus I folve this hard pb^omemon* 
*Tis true, a glafs will bring fupplies 
To weak, or old, or clouded eyes ; 
Your arms, though both your eyes were loll. 
Would guard your nofc againft a poft; 
Without your legs, two legs of wood 
Are ftronger and almoft as good; 
Aind as for hands, there have been thofc 
Who, wanting both, have us'd their toes** 
But no contrivance yet appears 
To fumilh ardficial tars, 

A QUIET LIFE AND A GOOD NAME. 
To a Friend who married a Shrew. 1724. 

NELL fcolded in fo loud a din^^ 
That Will durft hardly venture in; 
He mark'd the conjugal difpute; 
Nell roar'd inceffant, Dick fat mute; 

• There have been inftances of a man's writing with his foot. 

But 
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But, when he faw his friend appear, 
Cry'd, bravely. Patience, good my dear] 
At fight of Will, fhe bawPd no more. 
But hurr>''d out, and clap'd the door. 

Why Dick! the devil 's m thy Nell, 
(Quoth Will) thy houfe is worfe than hell : 
Why what a peal the jade has rung ! 
D^n her, why don't you flit her tongue? 
For nothing elfe will* make it ceafc. • 
Dear Will, I fuffer this for peace : 
I never quarrel with my >vife ; 
I bear it for a quiet life. 
Scripture, you know, exhorts us to it; 
Bids us tofeek peace, and enftie it. 

Will went again to vifit Dick; 
And entering in the very nick. 
He faw virago Nell belabour. 
With Dick's own llafF, his peaceful neighbour : 
Poor Will, who needs mull interpofc, 
Receiv'd a brace or two of blows. 

But now, to make my llory fliort. 
Will drew out Dick to take a quart. 
Why, Dick, thy wife has deviliih whims ; 
Ods-bud§.l why don't you break her limbs ? 
If flie were mine, and had fuch tricks, 
I *d teach her how to handle (licks : 
Z— ds ! I would ftiip her to Jamaica, 
Or truck the carrion for tobacco : 
1 M fend her far enough away- 
Dear Will ; but what would people fay ? 

Vol. XLir. X Lord! 
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Lord! I (hodd get fo in a name. 

The neighbours round wodd ay out (hame. 

Dick fuffer'd for his peace and credit; 
But who believ'd him, when he (aid it? 
Can he who mska himfelf a fbye, 
Confult his peace, or credit fave? 
Dick found it by his ill fuccefs, 
lUs quiet imall, his credit lefs. 
She ferv'd him at the ufnal rate; 
She ftunn'd, and dien fhe broke, faispaM; 
And, what he thought die hardeft cafe. 
The parifh jeer'd him to his &ce; 
Thofe men who wore the breedies leaf, 
Cali'd him a cuckold, fbdi/aad beaft. 
At home he was purlued with ncnfe ; 
Abroad was pefter'd by the boys : 
Within, his wife would break his bones; * 
Without, they pelted him with ftones : 
The 'prentices procured a riding. 
To aft his patience, and her ckicfing. 

Falfe patience and miilaken pride ! 
There are ten thoufand Dicks befide^ 
Slaves to their quiet and good name. 
Are us'd like Dick, and bear the blame* 

* A well-known hutnoutous cavalcade, in ridicule of a fcoUii 
%vife and hen-pecked huiband* 
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THE BIRTH OF MAKLY VlHTB 

Infcribed to LordCAR.TBR.BT, 1724. 
** Gracior & pulchro venlens in corpore Virtus." Vi 

ONCE on a time, a rigkteoiu Sa^, 
Gricv'd at the vices of the age> 
Applied to Jove with fervent prayer: 

•* O Jove, if Virtue be fo feir 
*♦ As it was deem'd in former days 
«♦ By Plato and by Socrates, 
*< Whofe beaudes mortal eyes efcape, 
*' Only for want 6f outward fhape; 
" Make then its real excdlence, 
" For once, the dieme of human fcnfe: 
•* So fhall the eye, by form confin'd, 
*' DireA and fbc the wanderhig mind, 
" And long-deluded mortals fee 
•' "V^th rapture what they usM to flee-'' 

Jove grants the prayer, gives \^ue bulb. 
And bids him blefs and mend die earth. 
Behold him blooming £re(h and fair. 
Now made — ^ye gods—- a fon and heir: 
An heir; and, flranger yet to heir. 
An heir, an orphan of a peer; 
But prodigies are wrought, to prove 
Nothing impoffiWe to Jove. 

Virtue was for this fex deiign'd 
In mild reproof to woman-kind ; 
X2 
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In manly form to let them fee 

The lovelinefs of modefty. 

The thoufand decencies that ihone 

With leffen'd luflre in their own; 

Which few had learn'd enough to prizCj 

And feme tliought modifh to defpife. 

To make his merit more difcern'd. 
He goes to fchool— he reads— is learn'd ; 
Rais'd high, above his birth, by knowledge. 
He fhines difHnguifh'd in a college ; 
. Refolv'd nor honour, nor eftate, 
Himfelf alone fhould make him great* 
Here foon for every art renown'd. 
His influence is diiFus'd around ; 
Th' inferior youth, to learning led, 
Lefs to be fam'd than to be fed, 
Echold the glory he has won. 
And blulh to fee themfelves outdone ; 
And now, inflam'd with rival rage. 
In fcientific fbife engage ; 
Engage — and, in the glorious ftrife, 
^rhe arts new-kindle into life. 

Here would our Hero ever dwell, 
Fix'd in a lonely learned cell ; 
Contented to be truly great. 
In Virtue's beft-belov'd retreat ; 
Contented he — but Fate ordains. 
He now fhall fliine in nobler fcene* 
(Rais'd high, like fome celeftial fire. 
To ihine the more, Itill riling higher) ; 

CompI 
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Completely form'd in every part. 
To win the foul, and glad the heart. 
The powerful voice, the graceful nuen> 
Lovely alike, or heard, or feen; 
The outward form and inward vie. 
His foul bright beaming from his eye. 
Ennobling every ad and air; 
With juft, and generous, and fincere. 

Accompliih'd thus, his next refort 
Is to the council and the court. 
Where Virtue is in leaal repute. 
And Intercll the one purfuit; 
Where right and ^vrong are bought and fold, 
Barter'd for beauty, and for gold; 
Here Manly Virtue, even here, 
Pleas*d in the perfon of a peer, 
A peer ; a fcarcely-bcarded youth. 
Who talk'd of jultice and of truth. 
Of innocence the fureft guard. 
Tales here forgot, or yet unheard ; 
That he alone defcrv'd cfteem. 
Who was the man he wiili'd to feem ; 
Call*d it unmanly and unwile. 
To lurk behind a mean diiguife ; 
(Give fraudful Vice the mafk and fcreen, 
'Tis Virtue's intereft to be feen;) 
Caird want of Ihamc a want of fenf«. 
And found, in bluihes, eloquence. 

Thus, ading what he taught fo well. 
He drew dumb Merit from her cell, 

X3 Led 
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Led with amazing art along 
The bafhful dame> and looi'd her loagvo ; 
And> whilfl he made her yalne known» 
Yet more difpky'd and rais'd his own. 

Thus youngs thus proof to aH temptatiaDt^ 
He rifes to the Ugheft ftations 
(For where high honour is the prize> 
True Virtue has a right to rife) : 
Let courtly ilaves low bend the knee 
To Wealth and Vice in high degree : 
Exalted Worth diidains to owe 
Its grandeur to its greateft foe. 

Now rais*d on high, fee Virtue fhows 
The godlike ends for which he rofej 
For him, let proud Ambition know 
The height of glory here below. 
Grandeur, by goodnefs made compleat! 
To blefs, is truly to be great ! 
He taught how men to honour rife. 
Like gilded vapours to the fkies. 
Which, howfoever they difplay 
Their glory from the god of day. 
Their nobleft ufe is to abate 
His dangerous excefs of heat. 
To (hield the infant fruits ahd flowers. 
And blefs the earth with genial Ihowers. 

Now change the fcene ; a nobler care 
Demands him in a higher fphere* : 

• Lord Carteret had the honour of medUtiof pcaccfor Sweden 
wUh DeiiQiark and with the Czar« 

DiflreA 
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Difbrefs of nations calls him hence» 

Permitted fo by Providence ; 

For iDodels> made to mend onr kind* 

To no one clime ihould be confin'd; 

And Manly Virtue> like the fun« 

Eis courfe of glorious toils (hould run; 

Alike dilFufing in his flight 

Congenial py, and life> and light. 

Pale Envy fickens. Error flies. 

And Difcord in his prefence dies ; 

Oppreflion hides with guilty dread. 

And Merit rears her drooping head; 

The arts revive, the vallies fing. 

And winter foftens into fpring : 

The wondering world, where'er he moves. 

With new delight looks up and loves; 

One fex confenting to admire. 

Nor lefs the other to defire ; 

Whilft he, though feated on a throne. 

Confines his loye to one alone ; 

The reft condemn'd, with rival voice 

Repining, do applaud his choice. 

Fame now reports, the Wcilcm Ifle 
Is made his manflon for a while, 
Whofe anxious natives night and day 
(Happy beneath his righteous fway) 
Weary the gods with ceafelefs prayer. 
To blefs him, and to keep him there; 
And claim it as a debt from fate. 
Too lately found, to lofe him late. 

X 4 VERSES 
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VERSES ON THE UPRIGHT JUDGE 
Who condemned the Dr. API er's Printer. 

THE church I hate, and have good reafcn ; 
For there my grandfire cut his weazand : 
He cut his weazand at the altar; 
I keep my gullet for the halter. 

ON THESAME. 

IN church your grandfire cut liis throat : 
To do the job, too long he tarry'd ; 
He fhould have had my hearty vote. 
To cut his throat before he marry'd. 

ON THE SAME. 

(The Judge fpeaks.) 

I'M not the grandfon of that afs *Quin ; 
Nor can you prove it, Mr. Pafqu'n. 
My grand-dame had gallants by twenties. 
And bore my mother by a 'prentice. 
This when my grandfire knew, they tell us he 
In Chrift-Church cut his throat for jealoufy. 
And, fince tlie alderman was mad you fay. 
Then I mull be fo too, ex traduce, 

• An alderman, 
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